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The Indonesian Archipelago and neighbouring countries 


chapter One 

W E WERE LIVING in Lucknow, a romantic city in northern 

India, which had long been a centre of Mushm culture. It 
was the month of June, 1957, and the heat, like a thick 
woollen blanket, had wrapped the city in its embrace. Throughout the 
day the sun shone, its merciless rays withering all hving things. And 
when night came there was no respite. The hours dragged by wearily 
as though time itself had become exhausted. 

My husband had been assigned to Lucknow by the World Health 
Organization to act as a consultant for the Central Drug Research 
Institute. The Institute was housed in the Chatter Manzil Palace a 
lovely retreat built by the famous Nawab Ghaziuddin Haider on the 
bank of the sweet-flowing Gomati River. An Enghsh visitor, in the 
1850s, was so struck by its charm that she wrote to a friend: “Such a 
palace— the only residence I have coveted in India: Don’t you remem- 
ber readmg in the Arabian Nights, Zobeide bets her Garden of Dehght 

against the Cahph s Palace of Pictures? I am sure this was the Garden 
of Delight/’ 

Compared to any place else the palace was dehciously cool because 
ot Its tWck walls and deep underground cellars. My husband looked 
torward to spending his mornings there, where he and his fellow 
scientists were surrounded by the echoes of those days when the 
Chatter Manzil was used only for pleasure and not for work, and the 
great halls resounded to the bells of the kathak dancers. 

The monotony of the Lucknow summer was suddenly broken when 
to^SuratajV’*^'^' ^ assignment. We are going 

h/ZT/.!'” knowledgeable, but perhaps because of the intense 

haunn/ 1 Surabaja was a 

sto/ “Surabaja Johnny”: a sad 

hved in R c"'" gi^k Having 

ved m Rangoon for one adventurous year, that part of the song was 
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Instead of answering, he replied: “If you know the location of 
Indonesia, I can tell you.” 

Then and there I decided not to pursue the geographic aspect of the 
problem; instead I inquired: “And what will you do in Surabaja?” 

“I will be the visiting Professor of Pharmacology at the F^cultas 
Kedokteran, which is affihated with Airlangga University. From what 
I have learned, the Indonesians are very anxious to get professors from 
the W.H.O., as they urgently need more physicians. At present they 
have only one doctor for every sixty thousand persons.” 

“That figure sounds impossible,” I protested. “Even India has one 
doctor for six thousand people . . 

“Perhaps I am wrong, but we will learn more when we get there.” 

The next morning I went to the hbrary at the University of Luck- 
now and then to all the bookshops in the city hunting for information. 
There was not a single book about Indonesia, so I was reduced to 
reading the dry-as-dust account of the country in the encyclopaedia. 

I found that Surabaja is a seaport and an industrial city, located in East 
^ Java, with a population of a million and a half; and that Java is the 
most important and most densely populated of the 3,000 islands com- 
prising the Indonesian Archipelago. Close to sixty million people, 
out of a total population of nearly ninety miUions, Hve on that one 
island. 

Indonesia has a land area about twice as large as that of Texas or six 
times that of Great Britain. If Indonesia were superimposed on a map 
of the Atlantic Ocean, with its westernmost island on the site of New 
York, its eastern extremity would reach as far as French West Africa. 
The main islands are Sumatra, Borneo, Java, Celebes, Bah, Flores and 
Timor — but after Indonesian independence, the name of Borneo was 
changed to KaUmantan and the Celebes became Sulawesi. 

Located on both sides of the Equator, Indonesia has a tropical but 
^ fairly equable climate. Like India, the state of the weather is deter- 
mined by the monsoon. South of the Equator, on the islands of Java 
and Bah, the East monsoon generally lasts from April until November, 
and the West monsoon, which is accompanied by rains, from Decem- 
ber until March. 

Of course, I had heard about a few of the main islands. But, like 
( everyone else, my fragments of knowledge were spun from the odds 
* and ends I had read in various novels: the fine coffee of Java; the pun- 
gent cloves of Ambon; the bare-breasted women of Bah and the head- 
hunters of Borneo. But I knew nothing about Indonesia as a whole, 
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\ even though it is the sixth most populous country in the world, and in 
\ South-East Asia second only to India in size and population. 

My lack of knowledge was understandable, for until 1945 when 

Indonesia achieved independence, the average person thought of the 

East Indies as a group of unrelated islands that had been brought under 

the tender and protective wing of the Dutch. Even the name Indonesia 

was not used, except by a few learned historians and members of the 

Indonesian nationahst movement. Officially, the islands were called 
Netherlands Indies. 

I felt slightly compensated for my own ignorance when just before 
leaving Lucknow my husband received a letter from a friend in the 
United States who wrote: “I was surprised to hear that you are going 
to Indonesia. I thought your destination was Java.” 

When I read that most Indonesians are Mushms, I immediately 
visuahzed Surabaja as being like Lucknow. Part of the vision was a 
pleasant one for Lucknow is an interesting city with its historic palaces 
and impressive mosques. But its beauty is marred by the poverty of the 
people, the majority of whom live in hovels and dress in rags. And its 
charm h spoiled because many women are still forced to wear a 

burqa ; an ugly black cloak which covers them from head to foot 
and is symbolic of their subjugation. 

The information which I acquired about Indonesia could be com- 
pared to an X-ray rather than to a portrait; the bones were there but 
t e features, the personahty and the beauty were missing. In actuahty 
burabaja was to prove entirely different from Lucknow. 

It was the beginning of August when we landed at Djakarta, the 

capital of the nation and the largest city in the Archipelago. Due to some 

imsunderstandmg, no one met us at the airport. Fortunately, the hostess 

of our laM plane, a Dutch girl who spoke perfect Engfish, noticed 

our plight and suggested that we go to the Transaera Hotel where if 

we were lucky, we might be accommodated. But how to get there’ 
We did not see a single taxicab. ^ 

You must go by betjak,” the hostess explained. “There are more 
^an 40,000 betjaks in Djakarta, so it is never difficult to get one You 
wff need two one for yourselves and one for all your luggage"’ 

of Lurk the pedi-cabs 

of Lucknow, but more gaOy decorated with pictures of ships and buf- 

^oes painted on the sides. The betjak consists of a dLble seat 

ounted on a pair of cycle wheels placed in front of the rear half of a 
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bicycle on which a man sits and pedals. The passengers are in the most 
vulnerable position should an accident occur, and possibly because the 
driver reaUzes this, he throws all caution to the winds. 

Every betjak has a name and the two that stopped for us were Krisna 
and Ardjuna. Though the spellings were unfamihar, the names of 
Krishna and Arjuna were well known to us. After four years in India, 
Krishna, the God of Love, and Arjuna, the hero of the Mahabharata, 
seemed like old friends. I had become enough of a Hindu to consider 
this an auspicious beginning. 

The betjak drivers pedalled quickly, weaving in and out of the heavy 
traffic with considerable skill, while the two rubber bands, stretched 
under the seat near the ground, began vibrating, so that we could 
hsten to their pleasant hum as we rode through the city streets. 

So this was Djakarta, an historic sea-port whose harbour princes, as 
early as the fifteenth century, were trading with other countries. These 
princes, who controlled the port, hved in different sections of the city 
with their own artisans, workers, poets, dancers and officials. It was to 
them that the Dutch paid homage when they came, bribing them to 
grant concessions and gradually taking over control of the main 
avenues of trade. 

As the power of the Dutch became more entrenched, they tried to 
change the character of the city by digging canals and building small 
houses with red roofs and tiny, narrow windows, which are stiU stand- 
ing today, incongruous structures in a cHmate where the temperature 
rarely dips below ninety degrees. 

Over the years, the Dutch officials found that it was unhealthy to 
stay in Djakarta, so they moved to the outskirts where they built 
Javanese-type houses; low-lying villas with broad expanses of court- 
yard, which proved not only more beautiful but more sensible. In the 
meantime, the poor people crowded into the interior of the city, each 
nationahty — Javanese, Chinese and Arab — having its own quarters and 
following its own customs. 

After Indonesia achieved independence and the new headquarters 
of the Repubhcan Government were moved from Jogjakarta to 
) Djakarta, in 1950, thousands of workers, job-seekers, hangers-on, 
demobihzed army youths and civilians flocked into the city, filling 
every nook and cranny. The price of real estate soared. Djakarta be- 
Icame a boom town. 

I As we whirled through the city, I was immediately struck by the 
women. Not one wore a burqa. Not one had her face covered. 
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Gaily dressed, some in western frocks and others in Indonesian national 
dress, they seemed full of vigour, hfe and happiness. The men were 
not as clearly etched in that first impression, but seeing the women I 
knew that I would like Indonesia, and that I would not suffer the sense 
of depression I had in Lucknow whenever a shrouded figure passed, 
announcing by her black costume the sorrows of her existence. 

If the women were lovely to see, the city was not. We were dis- 
mayed by its unkempt appearance. One felt it to be in a state of decay, 
and this impression was heightened by the smell emanating from the 
main canal that runs through the middle of the city like a muddy 
ribbon. In this canal the poor people were bathing, washing their 
clothes and obtaining drinking water. They were also using it for 
other essential bodily functions, so that from the aesthetic point 

of view it was not pleasant and from the health point of view, 
dangerous. 

Arriving at the Transaera Hotel we were delighted to find it so clean 
and brightly lit. The manager agreed to let us stay and our luggage was 
taken into one of the small pavilions. The hotel was built in the shape 
of an L, and each room was a self-contained unit, with a large terrace 
m front and a bedroom and bath in the back. The terrace was fur- 
nished as though it were the hving-room, and all would have been 
perfect except it was not screened, so during the day we were plagued 
with flies and at night by mosquitoes. 

After having washed we decided to take dinner. The dining-room 

in the mam building was very crowded. We could not find a table for 

so we ^ked permission to share one with a Dutchman, taU and 

blond with blue eyes, typical of his countrymen. He asked us if this 

were our first visit to Djakarta and when we said yes, he repHed with 

the nos^gic remark that is so often heard from Europeans hving in 

Asia today. He said: “You should have seen Djakarta before the war. 
It was a wonderful city.** 

He ren^ded us of the Enghshman who remarked, “Oh, if you 

s^hi r ""‘I Frenchman who 

^“v ’ S dommage. You should have been in Saigon before.” 

“ Yes, Djakarta must have been quite different,” my husband said, 

here u T see 

home ^ revolution the Dutch had gone 

noliST answered. “You see, we were only toppled 

pohtically. Economically, we still have great influence. Id Sless 
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you Americans elbow us out, we will continue to play an important 
role in the development of the country. We are needed here. After all, 
we did a damn good job for three hundred years and they would be 
lost without our help.” 

Just as he had said, we found there were a great many Dutch com- 
panies and banks in Djakarta. The Dutch language was spoken every- 
where, not only by the Dutch people but by most of the Indonesians 
we met. Many of the newspapers were pubhshed in Dutch. There 
were a number of Dutch schools and at the University there were 
several Dutch professors. But the main strength of the Dutch in Indo- 
nesia remained in the field of transport, for the Royal Dutch Packet 
Shipping Lines still ruled the waves between the islands as it had done 
for almost seventy years, and the air routes between Indonesia and 
other countries were monopolized by the EILM. 

Later when we were talking about this with an Indonesian govern- 
ment official, he was quite bitter. 

“We are still not free,” he declared. “Political independence is not 
enough if you are chained to another country economically. And at 
the present time we are bound to Holland just as we have been for 
three hundred years. The Dutch,” he continued, “first came to Indo- 
nesia in 1596, and they were amazed to find a land that was so pros- 
perous and where such a high degree of civilization had been attained. 
We knew how to cultivate rice on irrigated fields and how to mill 
sugar. And even then we were engaged in trade with India, China, 
Japan, Turkey and Persia. 

“Realizing the tremendous possibUities of the islands various Dutch, 
trading companies amalgamated to form the Dutch East India Com- 
pany. Backed by the approval of the Dutch Government, the Com- 
pany began its penetration of Indonesia. And do you know what the 
Company did first?” 

“No,” I said, noticing how tense he had become, as though the 
events he was relating happened only yesterday. 

“The Company decided to build a fort on Java. The Javanese rulers 
resisted with all their might, knowing full well what this would 
mean. The powerful ruler of Banten wanted to know what the 
Dutch intended to do, ‘with all these castles in the Indies,’ declaring 
that ‘it was odious to the Javanese to have castles in their land’. 

“But the ruler of Djakarta, or Djayakerta, as it was known then, 
was a weak man and allowed the Dutch to build a fortified town. For 
having done this he was cursed by the other Javanese sultans, who de- 
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elated that he was *a heathen’, and, ‘a man who did not put liis trust 
in Mohammed.’ 

“The Dutch called their walled dty Batavia, after an ancient German 
tribe from whom they claim to be descended. It was from Batavia 
that they sent their expeditionary forces to conquer the outer islands. 
Gradually, the Dutch armies subdued one island after another; the 
Moluccas; Sulawesi; KaUmantan; Sumatra; Bah; Lombok; Flores and 
even Timor, where Captain Bhgh ended liis liistoric four-thousand- 
mile voyage after the mutiny on the Bounty. 

“Once these islands were in their control, they kept a never-ending 
stream of natural resources flowing from our land to theirs. Wliile 
one out of every six Hollanders depended upon the Indies for a hve- 
lihood and fabulous fortunes were made, we who hved here and 
worked to supply this wealth were, in the words of your President 
Roosevelt, ‘ill-housed, ill-clothed and ill-fed.’ 

And so, he said, shaking his head ruefully, “our Javanese legend 
I with all its portent of sorrow and evil came to pass. For among us 
I there had been a prediction that, ‘A strange nation shall come from far 
\ away; wliite in colour; wholly clothed, yea even the hands and feet; 

^havmg cat’s-eyes and large noses; eating pork; wliich shall possess these 
lands and destroy the Mohammedan faith’.” 

But this period has passed,” I said, feeling deeply the impact of his 
remarks. 


“Not entirely, because we are still tied to the Dutch,” he repUed. 

I always feel that Djakarta, even though its traditional name has been 

restored, is haunted by the ghosts of yesterday, who wander about 

weeping over the cruel fate they suffered, so for tliis reason, I agree 

with those members of Parliament who think that we should move the 
capital to another location.” 


When we wandered about Djakarta, we never met any of our 
triend s weeping ghosts, but there was an atmosphere of sadness, per- 
haps because the city is so old, or perhaps because I was influenced by 
the diary of Captain Cook, who having landed in Batavia in 1770 
declared that “in this country, to delay is death”. 

The only new section of the city is Kabajoran, where foreigners and 
g vernment officials Uve. It has been built for the exigencies of the 

planning. Bach house reflects the 

£ r ow^'t!"^’ of Djakarta hve in a world of 

own. Their houses, some of which were built in the seventeenth 
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century, are pressed together like tiny tea sandwiches. Cheek by jowl 
are furniture makers; leather workers; goldsmiths; jewellers; tailors; 
dentists; and doctors. 

Not far from Glodok, in tlie harbour area, known as Tandjung 
Priok, are the Arab quarters, ancient abodes facing the sea. The shut- 
ters of these houses are often intricately carved, but never represen- 
tative of any living thing, for the Arabs are strict Muslims, following 
the Koranic proliibition that life may not be reproduced in art. Slender 
and sharp-nosed with magnificent eyes, the Arabs have a reckless air. 
Their women are also handsome, and although they may be restricted 
to a special area within the house, once they emerge they are free. If 
an Arab woman were to be seen anywhere in Indonesia covered by a 
burqa, she would be subject to so much ridicule that she would return 

home at once. 

But what we found most astounding about Djakarta were the 
kampungs. According to the Indonesian dictionary, a kampung may 
be “a district, a town quarter or a slum’’; while a perkampungan is “a 
complex of dwellings of the lower classes of the population”. All of 
these definitions may be correct but none of them emphasize the 
character of the kampung, which is really a village witliin a city. 

Over a period of many years, country people have been moving to 
the towns. This movement from the rural areas to the cities is as 
marked in Indonesia as in all other countries of the world. Finding it 
impossible to obtain decent housing the newcomers have either rented 
or squatted on any parcel of land that was available. As soon as they 
could, they built their dwellings. Some were well constructed, but the 
majority were thrown together from a collection of straw, bamboo 
and scrap iron without any adequate sanitary arrangements. 

But these kampungs differ from city slums for they are neat and 
clean and manage to avoid the sordid look that characterizes the poor 
sections of other cities. The inhabitants take pride in keeping the lanes 
swept and many of them plant flowers around their dwellings. There 
is hardly a house that does not have a bird. These birds are kept in 
cages and the cages are hoisted upon poles that arc often fifteen or 
twenty feet high so the birds, at least, have the illusion of freedom. 
Other dwellers allow their birds to fly away for they are trained to 
return at the sound of a certain hand-clap, and in the evening, as the 
sun is going down, one can hear the sound of soft clapping in the kam- 
pungs. 

The reason the people in the kampungs lead a better life than the 
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poor of towns in other Asian countries, is because the country people 
do not give up the co-operative system which is a part of the way of 
hfe when they Uve in the villages. This means that in each kampung 
there is a governing council, and it takes care of those who are ill or 
are in financial difficulties. The inhabitants appear to be independent 
and happy. The women dress in colourful sarongs and many wear 
flowers in their hair, and their laughter sounds like the sweet chimes of 
a clock. Angry voices are rarely heard in the kampung, not only 
because the Indonesians are slow to anger but because their way of fife 
is not so individuahstic that each must fight for himself and in doing so 
hurt someone else. 

In contrast to the harmony and orderliness that seems to be charac- 
teristic of the kampungs, the main part of Djakarta is in complete 
disorder. The streets are narrow, and at the rush hour, when people 
are going to work or returning home, it is almost impossible to drive 
a car. The road is obstructed by people walking, betjaks, bicycles, pony 
carts or beef cattle being marched through the centre of the town to 
the slaughter houses. Adding to the congestion are the numerous grade 
crossings where trains often block the traffic for more than an hour. But 
the people do not seem to mind and it is only the foreigners who be- 
come impatient. 

In most capital cities of the world there is usually one building of his- 
toric importance or of great beauty. Thus, in Washington D.C., there 
is the Lincoln Memorial; in Paris, the Eiffel Tower; in Moscow, the 
Kremlin; in New Delhi, the Red Fort and in Rangoon, the Shweda- 
gon Pagoda. But in Djakarta the pubUc buildings are only reminders 
of the Dutch. As yet the Indonesians have been hesitant to erect new 
buildings for they are not sure whether Djakarta will remain the 
capital of the nation. 

But if there is not a single imposing edifice in the city, there is a man 
who dominates its Ufe. That man is President Sukarno, whose picture 
can be seen prominently displayed in every pubhc place. The President 
and Djakarta are inseparably linked. It is his city and his capital. He 
is both the architect and the guardian of Indonesian freedom. Unlike 
Jawaharlal Nehru, who must acknowledge his great debt to the 
foimder of Indian independence, Mahatma Gandhi, or U Nu, who is 
overshadowed by the great Burmese patriot, Aung San, Sukarno 
stands alone. 

Sukarno, whose father was Javanese and whose mother was Balinese, 
has no first name. There is a story, probably apocryphal, that when he 
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was a small boy he was called Krishna. But as he grew up, his father 
thought this was not proper. Sukarno’s mother agreed to change his 
name but said that she must be allowed to choose the new one. And 
so she called him Sukarno, which has a Sanskrit origin and means, ‘‘the 
doer of good deeds.” 

Bom in Surabaja, in 1901. Sukarno attended the Hogere Burger 
School. In the early 1920s he became immersed in politics and joined 
the Young Java Movement. He contributed articles to a national 
journal, the Utusan Hindia, taking as a pen name, that of Bima, second 
of the five Pandava brothers in the Mahabharata, famed for his strength 
and honesty. After leaving Surabaja, Sukarno entered the Bandung 
Techmcal School where he became an engineer. But his main interest 
was in the nationahst movement and while a student he organized, in 
1926, the Bandung Study Club and edited a newspaper dedicated to 
the ideals of Young Indonesia. 

In 1927, as an outgrowth of the Bandung Study Club, he organized 
the Partai Nasional Indonesia (the Indonesian Nationahst Party). 
Because of his outspoken demands for Indonesian independence he 
was arrested in 1928 and sentenced to four years’ imprisonment. He 
conducted his own defence and this was later pubhshed as a pamphlet 
entitled, Indonesia AccuseSy written in the tradition of Emile Zola. 

While in prison his sentence was reduced and he was released in 
1930. But as he resumed his pohtical activities he was re-arrested in the 
same year and exiled to Flores, one of the Lesser Sunda Islands. From 
that time on, until 1942, with the exception of two years, he was con- 
tinuously incarcerated by the Dutch. He was freed by the Japanese 
when they conquered Indonesia. And after their capitulation to the 
Alhes, it was Sukarno who deHvered the proclamation of Indonesian 
independence on August 17th, 1945. 

The day before we left Djakarta we heard the President speak. It 
was August 17th, 1957, the twelfth anniversary of Indonesian inde- 
pendence. He was standing at the top of the steps of Merdeka Palace, 
“merdeka” being an Indonesian word of great significance as it means 
freedom. The President looked very handsome in his powder-blue 
uniform and his black velvet “pigi” which is a pointed cap, made of 
silk in Sumatra and of velvet in Java, and is worn only by Muslim men. 

The morning was briUiant and the crowds that had gathered to hear 
Sukarno were in a holiday mood. Speaking forcefully and effectively 
— we had already been told that he had the reputation of being the 
nation’s finest orator — the President immediately captured the atten- 
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tion of his audience. From the Enghsh text which had been given to us 
we were able to follow his speech, and it soon became evident that the 
theme he was developing would have great bearing on the poUtical 
future of the country. 

His thesis was that western parhamentary democracy had failed in 
Indonesia. It had not only failed but it had boiled over “into anarchy”. 
Bitterly castigating what he called, “free-fight Hberahsm democracy,” 
Sukarno declared that he was no longer prepared to accept this type of 
democracy “without guidance and without discipUne” which was “not 
in keeping with the identity of the Indonesian people and the mental 
outlook of the Indonesian nation”. 

Democracy without discipline had, in Sukarno’s words, “turned 
into a chatter-box democracy,” incapable of any effective action. 
Furthermore, it had enabled a few people to exploit the many. Nor did 
the President feel that western democracy could any longer be de- 
pended upon to offer new or constructive ideas for the building of a 
happier or more prosperous Indonesia. 

Then Sukarno asked the members of his spellbound audience if they 
were in favour of chnging to this “free-fight hberahsm”, which had 
not only caused, “sixteen cabinet crises in the short course of twelve 
years”, an average of one crisis every eight months, but had brought 
the nation to the brink of financial bankruptcy. In addition it had 
fostered corruption, poisoning the Armed Forces. “At present,” 
Sukarno declared, “we are still dazed by the crisis in the Army.” 

Nor had western democracy been a force in improving the cultural 
development of the country. On the contrary, it had fostered the 
growth of third-rate films, rotten comic books and the “madness of 
rock-and-roll”. Over the years, the President declared, there had been 
a decline in national consciousness and in the national spirit, especially 
among the youth who were influenced by the West and who had 
become “crazy about the mambo and the rock-and-roll”. 

“We have not,” Sukarno said, “been wimesses to the melodious- 
ness of pure Indonesian music, but to the din of swing and jazz and 
mambo-rock. We have not been wimesses to the creative power of 
excellent Indonesian hterature but to a flood of comics.” 

To achieve stabihty the pohtical system had to be revised and another 
substituted which would be in keeping with the identity of the nation 
^d which would have one aim, “A society based on social justice.” 
To bolster his point of view, the President quoted from French, Dutch, 
Latin and Enghsh sources, speaking each language fluently. His 
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audience listened quietly and intently. When he was finished there 
was a round of poUte applause. 

For a newcomer it was not possible to evaluate the speech nor to 
comprehend the basic philosophy motivating the President’s thinking. 
That he felt western democracy had failed was obvious, but whether 
the solution he proposed of “guided democracy” would reUeve 
Indonesia of the poUtical and economic instabiHty which had afflicted 
the nation since independence, remained to be seen. 

In the meantime, I, like everyone else, felt the magnetism and 
strength of the President’s personahty. And my last lingering im- 
pression was that of Sukarno, clearly outlined in the suidight, impec- 
cably groomed, appealing to a large group of gaily dressed people who 
stood in front of his Merdeka Palace. 
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chapter Two 

T he following day we left the capital and started on our way to 

Bandung where we were going to halt for the night. We were 

driving our new green and white Metropohtan which we had 

ordered in Singapore and which was dehvered to us in Djakarta at 

the office of the United Nations the morning that we planned to start 
on our journey. 

The drive was lovely and it did not take long for us to cover the 

first fifty kilometres. Entering Bogor, we saw a beautifid estate. On 

the well-kept lawn deer were grazing, and in the background we 

could see an enormous country home. This was built more than two 

hundred years ago by the aristocratic Dutch Governor-General, Baron 

Willeni van Imhoff, who called it Buitenzorg, which like “sans souci” 
means “without care*’. 

The name was a suitable one for during the reign of the Dutch 
Governor-Generals, Buitenzorg was the scene of many glamorous 
parties. The wealthy burghers from Batavia journeyed to Bogor for 
riding, hunting and dancing. They brought with them friends, mis- 
tresses or wives, and sometimes all three. According to one highly 
placed Enghsh observer, who had attended one of the functions at 
Buitenzorg, the Dutch women were no beauties. Looking down his 
long Enghsh nose he commented, “The elder Dutch ladies were in a 
class not yet described in Europe. The principal mark to know them 
by is their immense size. The whole colonial sex runs naturally to fat, 
pardy from over-feeding, pardy fi:om want of exercise.” 

But during the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries few Dutch 
women had come to the Indies. The Dutch men mingled with the 
women of Java, and because of this, the period came to be known 
as hidische, neither pure Dutch nor pure Indonesian. This Indische 
soaety was rich and indolent. The men were heavy drinkers, enjoying 
the deliaous indigenous brew called Tuak, and smoking good Havana 
agars which could be purchased for ten dollars a thousand. Their 
Javanese women, richly dressed and surrounded by servants, were 
addicted to chewing betel. “Even when they went to church they were 
accompamed by slave girls who carried the prayer book, the betel 
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box and the spittoon. The last equipment was often made of gold or 
silver but it remained a spittoon.” 

The Indische society was shaped hke a pyramid. At the bottom were 
the slaves, some of whom were sailors who had been captured at sea; 
some were Javanese taken in predatory raids; but most of them were 
imported from the outer islands. According to Captain Cook, the 
slaves were beaten — with a ghastly weapon; a thick piece of bamboo 

split down many times, called a rattan. It was almost a handful of 
knives and fetched blood at every stroke. 

Then came the free Indonesians who were not much better off, for 

the criminal code which the Dutch invoked against them was as severe 

as for the slaves. They were branded, and broken at the wheel and even 
impaled aUve without mercy. 

Far above them were the Dutch clerks, craftsmen and soldiers, who 

had come to the Indies seeking their fortune. They too were roughly 

handled. The shoemakers for the East India Company were forced 

to finish one pair of shoes a day under penalty of being jailed. Clerks 

who did not do their job well were beaten with a thick stick. Theirs 

was no easy hfe and many died of malaria, of dysentery and of home- 
sickness. 

At the top of the pyramid were the ofEcers; members of the govern- 
ing hierarchy; and the merchants, who went to Buitenzorg for week- 
ends when invited by the Governor. They were the pampered ^lite. 

Today, the palace of Buitenzorg belongs to President Sukarno, and 
is still the scene of gala parties. But because the President does not 
approve of western dancing, guests must learn the Indonesian dance, 
Sarampang Duabelas, which is difficult for anyone who is a bit stiff or 
old, a category to which Sukarno does not belong. 

As the palace was closed we went instead to the Bogor Botanical 
Garden, which is one of the most famous in the world, both for its 
beauty and its scientific importance, as almost every species of tropical 
vegetation is represented. 

Afterwards we visited the Veterinary Institute and its Pharmacology 
Laboratory, which interested my husband, because the pharmacolo- 
^sts there were testing the purity of the Rauwolfia plant which grows 
in Indonesia as well as India. Rauwolfia serpentina, with a history more 
romantic than that of a film star, was first used in ancient India for 
mental illness. In our time it was discovered to be of value in the treat- 
ment of high blood pressure and then later found to be effective in the 
therapy of insanity. So after a thousand years, the circle was completed. 
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The Veterinary Institute was excellently maintained and there were 
a number of women working there, wearing pristine white frocks but 
with flowers in their hair. As we were leaving the Institute I noticed 
on the wall an old, faded photograph of the American naturahst, 
Dr. Thomas Horsfleld, who had worked in 
century, studying the flora and fauna of the 

Leaving Bogor, the drive became spectacularly beautiful as we were 
winding our way through paddy fields, tea gardens, and forests of 
cinchona, the tree whose bark is used for the production of quinine. We 
were drmng towards the mountain area, which at the summit or 
“puntjak”, is over four thousand eight hundred feet high. From there 
we planned to go to Bandung, which is situated on a plateau sur- 
rounded by a series of high, volcanic mountains. 

Bandung is a large, modem city with broad avenues, trams, office 
buildings and many factories. The hotel where we stayed was built 
in the American style — a mass of steel, glass and chrome — and ex- 
ceedingly comfortable. The night we arrived a gala aS^r was being 
held in the ballroom. A new film, called Tiga Dara, concerned with 
the antics of three sisters, had just been released and some clever pub- 
licity man had invited all the girls hving in Bandung who had two 
sisters, thus forming a triumvirate, to come and participate in a contest 
where the prettiest and most talented three sisters would be chosen. 
The ballroom was crowded with sisters, none of whom seemed to be 
shy, as they walked out into the spotlight without hesitation. There, 
they stood together and sang one or two of the hit songs from Tiga 
Data. At midnight, the lucky three still had not been chosen, so we 
went to bed without knowing which group had won. 

Early the next morning we visited the quinine factory which is 
probably the largest in the world. More than a hundred years ago 
several Dutch experts from the Botanical Garden in Bogor had gone to 
South America in order to discover the secret of growing cinchona 
trees. The botamsts returned with some seedlings, and from then on 
quinine became one of the most important products of the Indies. 
From the beginning of the twentieth century, Java had a virtual mono- 
poly on the growing of the cinchona trees and the Dutch, together with 
the Germans, formed a cartel for the sale of quinine which kept the 
price artificially high. During the Second World War, the Japanese cut 
off the supply of quinine. Because allied armies had to fight much of 
the war in malarious areas, it became necessary to find a substitute for 
this important drug. Several synthetics were produced, many of them 
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better than quinine in curing malaria, and when the war was over 
qmnme no longer had to be used. So now, the problem faced by the 
factory at Bandung is to find other uses for quinine and its by-products. 

Leaving the factory we wandered around the city. Everywhere we 

saw luxunous homes and fine swimming pools. Because of its relatively 

mid chmate, the Dutch had built their finest homes in Bandung, and 

tor generations hved there in opulence and security, unmindful of the 

clanger that was threatening their seemingly firm position. And it was 

precisely m Bandung that they faced their greatest humihation for 

there m March of 1942, the Dutch Commander-in-Cliief of the Allied 

Forces on Java, Lieut.-General Ter Poorten, surrendered to the 
Japanese. 

With the Dutch surrender, the people of Indonesia felt themselves 

abandoned. Before this it had been beUeved that the Dutch were 

gomg to make a deal with the Japanese, whereby they would continue 

to control the Indies, with the Japanese only as nominal victors. This 

had been the pattern in Indo-China, where the French had made such 

an agreement vnth the Japanese. In Indonesia, however, it soon be- 

came obvious that this was not the case, but the suspicion remained 

that rather than give arms to the people, the Dutch preferred a 
Japanese victory. ^ 


Describing the suffering which took place during the Japanese 

occupation, Soetan Sjahrir, the first Prime Minister of IndLesia 
wrote m his Political Manifesto : oonesia. 

When the Netherlands Indies Government surrendered to the 
Japanese, our unarmed population feU prey to the harshness and cruelty 
ot Japanese i^tansm. For three and a half years our people were bent 
er a cruelty which they had never before experienced. Our people 
ere treated as worthless material to be wasted in the process of wL 
From the lowly stations of those who were forced to acceprcrm: 

£le« ^hose crops were stolel^, to the 

in ellectuals who were forced to propagate hes, the grip of Japanese 
militansm was universally felt.*' ^ ^ Japanese 

left coloniahsm is responsible in that it 

ivithout mv m'l of Japanese mihtarism 

entrusted vritb fi themselves since they had never been 

African nationalism mad T' “ resurgent Asian and 

which this ‘,1 The building in 

this meeting was held in April of 1955. is a spectacular white 
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colonnaded structure. Eminent statesmen of twenty-nine countries 

met there to consider the mamfold problems facing the Asian and 

African nations. Among the most prominent were Nehru and Chou 
En-lai. 

Nehru was extremely popular because during 1949 when the Dutch 
attempted an all-out military conquest of Indonesia he called a con- 
ference in New Delhi whose members — Afghanistan, AustraHa, 
Burma, Ceylon, Egypt, Ethiopia, India, Iran, Iraq, Lebanon, Pakistan, 
Phihppines, Saudi Arabia, Syria and Yemen — presented a strongly 
worded resolution to the Security Council that the Dutch action con- 
stituted a threat to world peace and therefore the Government of the 
Netherlands should be forced to recall its troops. **The Dutch action 
in Indonesia, Nehru exclaimed at the time, **is an astounding thing 
which the new spirit of Asia wiU not tolerate.” 

The Bandung Congress was not the first attended by Asian dele- 
gates for as early as 1926 Asian opinion was voiced at the non-of 5 cial 
International Conference for Peace, but it was the voice of a suppHcant 
not of an equal. The humble memorandum presented there, protested: 

In the imagination of European thinkers, the world seems to be 
confined to the areas inhabited by European races. The vast Continent 
of Asia, containing as it does, some of the most ancient civiHzations, 
and Africa, with its particular problems, do not come into the picture 
at all. This, we submit with all humility, is a wrong point of 
view.” ^ 

But if Bandung were not the first conference attended by Asians, it 
was the first where both African and Asian delegates were present and 
western powers were not. This fact so frightened some people in the 
West that President Sukarno felt it necessary to calm their fears by 
stating: “The Bandung Conference is not an Islamic Conference; it is 
not a meeting of Malayans nor one of Arabs, nor one of Indo-Aryan 
stock. It is not an exclusive club either, nor a bloc which seeks to 
oppose any other bloc. Rather it is a body of enlightened, tolerant 
opinion, which seeks to impress on the world that all men and all 
countries have their place under the sun.” 

But having said this, the President could not alter the basic fact that 
Bandung was a meeting of Asian and African countries, most of whom 
had fought or were still fighting the domination of imperialist powers. 
Thus, the resolutions were primarily concerned with issues of import- 
ance to those nations and their peoples. The Conference supported 
the right of the peoples in Tunisia, Morocco and Algeria to self- 
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determination; declared itself on the side of Indonesia with regard to 
the issue of New Guinea (West Irian) and supported Yemen in its 
fight to regain Aden. The Conference also acknowledged the right of 
the Arab countries to Palestine, and deplored the policies and practices 
of racial segregation and discrimination 
Africa and elsewhere. 

Coloniahsm was condemned, in all its manifestations as an evil 

which speedily should be brought to an end. Speaking on this issue. 

President Sukarno said: “For us colonialism is not something far and 

distant. We have known it in all its ruthlessness. We have seen the 

immense human wastage and poverty it causes, and the heritage it 

leaves behind when, eventually, it is driven out by the inevitable 
march of history.” 


prevailing in large regions of 


We would gladly have remained in Bandung but because of our 
tight schedule we were forced to continue on our way. From Bandung 
the road led to Tjirebon (also called Cheribon), a small but colourful 
port on the northern coast ofjava. When we arrived there, the narrow 
street was crowded. Women shoppers, some in Indonesian dress and 
ethers in frocks, were scurrying here and there in an attempt to finish 
their shopping before the bazaars closed. For in Javanese cities, as in 
France and Italy, there is an afternoon siesta lasting from noon until 
four-thirty or five o’clock. Unlike the women, the men were basking 
in the sunhght, smoTdng and chatting, completely at ease. 

After seeing something of the town we decided to have lunch, 

and we entered a cafe that was quite clean and very crowded. Although 

we tried to get the attention of the waiter, we did not succeed. And so 

we sat, tantahzed by the aroma of prawns, crabs and chicken being 

wafted our way from the nearby kitchen. Every minute we became 

nungner and more impatient. Then I said to my husband: “I wonder 

what the word for waiter is in Indonesian, because we don’t seem to be 
able to get him to notice us.” 

Apparently I was overheard, because a young Indonesian who was 

came over, and said poHtely: 

If you want the waiter, you must call him ‘bung’. We refer to every 
as bung regardless of his occupation.” 

And what does bung mean?” 

It means elder brother.” 

Elder brother,’ ’ we repeated in unison, for having Hved in India 
^ urma we were aware of the special significance of this term. 
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Who is more important or more respected than the elder brother? He 
is the sun around which the other brothers and sisters must revolve. 
Among Hindus it is he who lights the torch on the funeral pyre of his 
father. Among the Burmese Buddhists, it is the elder brother who is 
given the power to make all decisions when his father is away. In fact, 
throughout South-East Asia, to call a man brother, especially elder 
brother, is to bestow on him great esteem. 

Pondering over this, we asked: “When did you start calling one 
another elder brother?” 

“Soon after independence was declared,” he explained. “It was 
President Sukarno’s idea. He suggested that the term bung be used in 
order to emphasize the fraternity of the Indonesian people.” 

“And how was his idea received?” 

“It spread as quickly as the fire we make to bum the straw after the 
paddy is harvested. You see, it was not diffi cult for us to accept such 
an idea. Except for the nobility, we have never looked down on a man 
because of his occupation.” 

“But do you really call all men bung?” 

“Yes,” he said emphatically. “And I will tell you something else, 
we even use this word for the head of our State. Although among 
outsiders he is known as President Sukarno, for us, since I945» he has 
been Bung Kamo.” 

Still smiling he said good-bye and after wishing us a good trip, 
“selamat djalan”, he went back to his table. We waited a few moments 
and then with some hesitation, my husband called the waiter. “Bung,” 
he said, “we would like some food.” 

The waiter nodded, surveying us with obvious approval. “I will be 
with you in a moment, Tuan,” he replied, and soon we were eating a 
delicious dish made of shrimps and soy bean curds served with a hot, 
red sauce and a huge bowl of rice. 

After lunch we began the long drive from Tjeribon to Semarang, 
following the coast line of the Java Sea. We had the road to ourselves. 
Once in a while we passed a bullock cart, the animals pulling the two- 
wheeled vehicle at a leisurely pace, while the driver dozed. What would 
India or Indonesia do without the bullock carts, those clumsy old- 
fashioned conveyances which carry so much of the produce? In Java 
the wooden wheels of the carts are taller than a man, so the cart itself 
seems to be perched high in the air. The bullocks are provided with 
soft shoes to protect their feet from the heat of the paved roads, and as 
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they move in their dainty shoes, they look Uke over-weight ballet 
dancers. 

Passing Tegal, a small fishing village, almost half-way to our destina- 
tion, we decided to stop and enjoy the Javanese version of “the pause 
that refreshes — coconut water. All along the way, coconut trees had 
guarded our route hke military sentinels, and under the shade of many 
of them, the coconut sellers were sleeping. Finding one who was 
awake, we bargained for a large coconut. After setting a price, the 
vendor took a sharp kmfe and cut off the top of the coconut with one 
stroke, Then he handed it to Tuan, for in Asia the man is always served 
first. After drinking as much as we could of the refreshing water, we 
paid for the treat and started on our way again. 

In the late afternoon we passed through Pekalongan, which is 

famous for its gay and hght coloured batiks, and from there we drove 

to Semarang, a prosperous port city with a wealthy Chinese com- 
munity. 

At one time Semarang had been the capital of Mataram, the most 
powerful sultanate of Central and East Java. But early in the seven- 
teenth century, the Sultan had bartered away his kingdom. Jealous of 
his rival, the Sultan of Banten, he caUed for help from the Dutch East 
India Company. The Company was only too glad to come to his aid 
because it enabled the Dutch to achieve a foothold in that part of Java. 
In return for mihtary help, the Sultan paid the Dutch East India Com- 
pany a certain amount of the rice produce cultivated throughout his 
s Unate, and he also agreed to prohibit his own subjects from growing 
coffee which eliminated competition with the Company’s coffee plan- 
tations Using this contract as a lever, the Dutch East India Company 

gradually broke the power of the Sultan of Mataram and gained com- 
plete control of his principahty. 

It was very hot and sticky in Semarang, so we decided not to spend 
the mght there. Stopping at a small roadside stand, we asked the owner 
where we should go and she suggested a place called Salatiga. She told 
us that It is a beautiful town, nestled in the mountains like a jewel, and 
ttat we would find it cool and comforuble. Taking her advice we 
rove up mto the mountains to Salatiga where we found a place to 

The hotel was built on the same pattern as the Transaera in Djakarta 
or there was one main building and then smaU individual houses, con- 

wS'fnl" bedroom, for the guests. Hanging on the 

e hvmg-room of our bungalow was a portrait and when I 
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scrutmized it more carefully I realized that it was a copy of a Rem- 
brandt. For a number of years, Rembrandt’s most important com- 
missions were from members of the Dutch East India Company, who 
became so wealthy in Indonesia that upon their return to Holland they 
could afford to be immortalized on canvas by this great artist. But 
because Rembrandt painted them, not as they wished to be, but as they 
really were, he soon lost his rich patrons and from then on was forced 
to hve in dire poverty. 

I was not sure if the copy of the portrait on our wall was that of 
Jan Pieterszoon Coen, fourth Governor-General of the Indies during 
the early seventeenth century, but it might have been. Handsome, 
haughty, his proud face filled with disdain, it could have been Coen, 
the Governor who broke the power of the Sultan of Mataram and 
who could write to the Board of Directors of the Dutch East India 
Company that under his management the Company was able to de- 
clare dividends of more than 150 per cent. 

Just before going to bed, we took a walk along the narrow moon- 
ht streets of Salatiga and heard the sweet call of the nightingale. 
Everywhere we walked there were bushes of poinsettias; like drops of 
blood the red flowers gleamed in the rays of the moon. In this setting 
it was easy to imagine Jan Pieterszoon Coen, dressed in black velvet 
with a white ruffled coUar around his throat, wearing a fine plumed hat 
and declaring: “May not a man in Europe do what he likes with his 
catde? Even so does the master here do with his men.” 
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chapter Three 

E arly THE next morning when the dew on the trees ghstened 
hke diamonds, we left Salatiga. Although it was barely six 
o clock, the crowd on the road was so dense that it might have 
been theatre time on Broadway or Sunday afternoon in Hyde Park 
Java IS the most heavily populated island in the world, and in some 
areas there are i,ooo persons to the square mile. But this is only 

We threaded our way through an incredible amount of traffic 
There were many betjaks. Although the drivers were poorly dressed’ 

Tni? among the labourers, their appear- 

ance behed their independent spirit, for they imperiously assumed that 

I They were challenged by the driyers 

Wss IS so heavily decorated with silver, and the horses so S 
groomed, it is hard to beheve they are not on parade. 

Blades were everywhere, hundreds of them, often with a bov 
pedalhng and a girl seated behind, holding tightly to his waist In Tavl 

of h i) hetjaks, dokars and bicycles there were lines 

of thk”*"^ Ploddmg their way towards some destination. But aU 

peopU ““lltg ^ ■"' <■“ ™“ «<■ 

“'■'Ting heavy baskets of fruit or vegetables on 

road Th ^ making clear imprints on the side of the 

wbi Indonesian dress, an anUe-length skirt the “kain” 

weL keLas of S ' flowers; but in the country the women 

are simnl cloth, which though of rougher texture 

simpler and more artistic. Around their waist, part|f concealed’ 
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by the kebaja they wear a broad belt of contrasting colour called a 
*‘stagen”; and for festive occasions a scarf of lace is draped over the 
right shoulder. 

Those women who were going to work in the fields, protected their 
heads from the sun with straw hats. In each hat a knife for cutting the 
paddy was cleverly concealed at the top. Only the handle of the 
knife, like a decoration, could be seen. Many women carried babies, 
securely seated in a large shawl which was tied and looped over the 
shoulder. Thus the baby nestled against the mother’s hip, comfortable 
and happy, while she was free to use her hands. 

Weaving in and out of this mass of traffic, were men with shoulder 
poles, a device for carrying heavy loads which had its origin in China. 
The pole Hes across the back of the man’s neck and shoulders and is so 
balanced that there is an equal weight at both ends. Because of this, he 
is able to carry a great deal, but not without causing serious damage to 
his body. For as we came close to one of the older men we noticed 
that there were thick calluses on his shoulders and the back of his neck 
had been deformed from the constant pressure. But watching these 
men from a distance, walking so gracefully and quickly, dressed en- 
tirely in black, one would think they were not burdened at all. Sus- 
pended from their poles were sheaves of paddy, baskets of fruit, 
vegetables, stones, wood, charcoal, sulphur and even racks of painted 
sandals. 

Other men, like butterflies among hard-working bees, were not 
carrying anything, but sauntered along, enjoying the beautiful morn- 
ing. Near them were schoolchildren, almost all barefoot. Following 
the children were ducks, chickens, goats and dogs. So the scene was 
one of blending and contrasting colours, the bright clothes of the 
women; the brown eyes of the children; the red beaks of the ducks; 
the white hair of the goats; the black costumes of the porters, and as 
a backdrop to all of this, the vibrant green of the paddy fields. 

To get through this traffic one needed skill and a sense of humour. 
Once in a while, a large truck would have to go by, and whereas in 
any other country, the truck driver would have engaged in a series of 
oaths, here he just laughed, while everyone else laughed with him. 
In Indonesia it is common to meet the most diflicult situations with 
laughter; not with tears and certainly not with anger. 

But though we were impressed by the panorama, which was 
charming and picturesque, devoid of the squalor which is so charac- 
teristic of rural India, still it was disquieting, for this is not the 
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eighteenth but the twentieth century, and what we were seeing was an 
agrarian pattern that had been the same for hundreds of years. Women 
had always carried vegetables on their heads when they went to 
market; workers had used the shoulder pole from the time the Cliinese 
first came to Indonesia; and the bullocks carts were as old as Indian 
civilization. Only the dokars, bicycles and betjaks were more modem, but 
even they hardly quahfied as efficient means of transportation in our time. 

Slowly the crowd dispersed and by ten o'clock the road once again 

belonged to us. There was not a sign of the excitement that had made 

the morning so interesting and hazardous. As we neared our next 

destination, my husband handed me a map and said: “Tell me how far 
we are from Solo." 

There is something about a husband giving liis wife a map which 

bodes ill for their relationship. Fearing the worst, I took the map and 

looked at it carefully. After a few moments, he repeated Ids request, 
and in a meek voice I said: 


“Roger, there is no Solo on this map." 

“That is impossible," he declared. “The bus that just passed us was 
marked Solo. You had better look again." 

Tliis time I studied the map more intensively — still no Solo at 

which point my husband stopped the car, took the map away from 
me and said: “I will show you exactly where it is in one minute." At 
least five passed. The silence was deafening. Then he admitted defeat. 
There is a city^ ^marked Surakarta in the exact spot where Solo 

c 1^ - A j said. “But you are quite right. There is no 

oolo. And so the spoils of victory belonged to me. 

We came to Surakarta, as it is officially called, not knowing that it 

had two iiames. And from the moment we entered the city, which 

most of the inhabitants call Solo, we reaUzed that it was quite 

different from the other towns we had seen. Most striking were the 

t^hionably-dressed women, in their hand-tooled, high-heeled wooden 

shoes, decorated with gold figures, and their batiks, perfectly pleated 

wth either ^e or thirteen folds, draped so as to display to advantage 
the slender figure of the wearer. ^ 

It was the way they walked, slowly and gracefuUy, along the broad, 

tree-Uned streets, carrying parasols to protect themselves from the sun 

at gave an atmosphere of repose where there was no need to hurry’ 

What was not accompHshed today would be achieved tomorrow even 
though tomorrow might never come 

We were easily seduced by this feeling of relaxation, and though we 
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had planned to continue, we decided to spend an extra day in Solo. 
Later, wandering about the city, we came to the palace or ‘"kraton” as 
it is called. From here, for hundreds of years, the royalty moulded the 
life of the aristocracy, dictating the fashions, modes and morality. The 
ruler of Solo was known as “Sunan” or “Susuhunan”, a Javanese title 
for supreme ruler. 

We were fortunate in being allowed to enter the palace. Once we 
stepped through the huge doors, which were not arranged in a straight 
line lest evil spirits find their way inside, we were in a different world. 
The kraton is composed of a series of courtyards within courtyards, 
and many large open pavihons with decorated ceilings and floors of 
imported marble. Some of the pavihons are for receptions, others for 
performances of the gamelan orchestra and dance, and still others for 
discussions concerning matters of state. In one pavflion there was a 
bed, piled high with pillows and covered with satin. This was the bed 
used by the king on his wedding nights. 

As we passed one of the pavihons, an elderly lady peered at us. She 
was wearing her batik without a kebaja, and it was draped over her 
breasts and under her arms like a strapless evening gown. I noticed 
that her hps were shghtly discoloured from chewing betel. W^hen I 
saw her, I greeted her in Indian fashion, putting my hands together in 
front of me and bowing shghtly, as I had heard this was the custom in 
the court of Solo. She was pleased, for she came over and taking my 
hand, indicated that I should come with her. 

We went a short distance and then she pointed to a pavflion where 
about forty girls were practising the famous Serimpi dance. They were 
all young and beautiful. Each one stood on a marble square of the 
enormous floor. The girls, like the elderly lady, also wore their kains 
wound under their arms so their bare shoulders gleamed in the hght. 
As the gamelan played, each girl dipped gracefully, now to the right 
and now to the left. The dancers swayed like figures in a dream, so 
slowly that it was hardly dancing at all. There was no strength, no 
vigour, no excitement in this dance. It had become so poHshed that it 
ceased to be real. 

Seated on a bamboo mat was the music master who was wearing 
traditional Javanese dress. His kris was tucked into his belt. In the old 
days this dagger-like weapon was worn by every male member of the 
royal family, for its absence indicated that the owner was in disgrace. 
The master’s head-dress and sarong were made from the same fine 
Solo batik, while his jacket was of elegant imported broad-cloth. 
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Life in the palace had always been easy and luxurious based on the 
labour of the peasants who were forced to give a certain amount of 
produce to the Sunan and who also had to work without pay for the 
nobles of the court. They had to build the kratons and the temples; dig 
the canals and dams and defend the kingdom if it were attacked. The 
Javanese villagers used to say: “The court has its culture; but the 
people have their customs,” indicating that between the kraton and 
the people there was a wide gulf. 


The position of all the kings of Java, including the Sunans of Solo, 
was changed when the East India Company began to extend its 
hegemony. The relationship between the Company and the rulers 
was both subtle and complicated. At first, the Dutch needed the 
royalty to help them rule the people, but at the same time they were 
afraid that the regents would acquire too much power. This fear was 
expressed in a letter sent by the fourth Governor-General of the 

Netherland India, Jan Pietersz. Coen, to the directors of the Dutch 
East India Company in i6i8. 

From various indications, he wrote, “it appears to be true not 

only that the kings of Banten and Djakarta have conspired to murder 

and plunder your Excellencies’ goods, but that well-nigh all the kings 

of Java have contracted with each other to exterminate us at one 
blow.” 


But the one blow did not come. The kings were too jealous of 
one another to ally themselves in a group. In most cases, as in medieval 
Europe, a ruler had power only over one city or one small province. 
Not since the fall of the Madjapahit Empire, at the end of the four- 
teenth century, had the islands been unified, and the Dutch were not 
slow to take advantage of this. 

They curbed the independence of the rulers by demanding the 
compulsory dehvery of coffee at a price which was fixed by the 
Company. Then they forbade the sultans, on pain of being put in 
chains to uproot any coffee bushes, for these were planted on Com- 
pany land which the rulers had in their possession, only by virtue of 
the Comp^y^s good will. With this announcement, the regents had 
o accept the fact that the ownership of most of their land had passed 
into the hands of the Dutch East India Company. 

In the nineteenth century, Herman WiUem Daendels, who had been 
nt as Governor-General to the Indies by Napoleon, decided to cHp 
wmgs of the aristocrats so that they could never fly again. In his 
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own words he wished “to preserve the authority of the native regents 
in the eyes of the ordinary Javanese”, while at the same time making 
them, “completely subservient to the aims of government.” 

The brother and nephew of the Sultan of Mataram opposed this 
pohey and so they were placed in stocks like common criminals of the 
lowest order, in the miserable dungeon of Fort Tjirebon. Daendels 
suggested to the Dutch Resident there, that although the Government 
could not openly condemn them to death, it, nevertheless, desired to 
hear of their being put out of the way. 

At each period of history, the Sunans of Solo, enjoying their wealth 
and their women, accepted the position of being docile vassals to a 
foreign power. Thus, when Sir Stamford Raffles, the British Lieutenant- 
Governor of Java, from i8ii to i8i6, visited Solo, he was greeted by 
the Sunan with expressions of friendship and given an ancestral kris 
belonging to the royal family. A treaty was signed in which the 
Sunan agreed to give up the proceeds of birds’-nests and teak forests 
in return for a fixed money payment. 

When the British interregnum was over, and the Dutch returned, 
the Sunan of Solo supported them in their fight against Prince Dipo- 
negoro of Jogjakarta, who had raised the flag of rebeUion and asked 
for the Sunan’s co-operation. Afterwards, when the Liberator Prince 
was defeated, the Sunan complained bitterly that he was not sufliciently 
well rewarded by the Dutch for his treachery to Diponegoro. 

The last ruler of Solo was a young man, placed on the throne by the 
Japanese during their occupation of the islands. He was completely 
subservient to the dictates of his Japanese masters, so that when inde- 
pendence was declared, the populace decided he should be deposed. 
Bands of repubheans surrounded the kraton demanding his resigna- 
tion. The Sunan, seeing the unruly crowds besieging his palace, re- 
membered the words of President Sukarno and began shouting: 

“I am one of you. There is no more royalty. We are all the same 
now. Just call me bung.’* 

Taking him at his own evaluation, the people agreed to call him 
bung, and to be sure he was really one of them they deprived him of 
his former power and made the principahty of Surakarta part and 
parcel of the Repubhc of Indonesia. 

Today, the kraton of Solo is just a series of pavihons that are rarely 
used. Some members of the royal family and their entourage still live 
there, but the Sunan has no power and can only bask in the memories 
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of reflected glory. Socially, however, the royalty is still important and 

a Solo family claiming kinship with the palace gains a certain mark of 

distinction. Such kinship is not rare, for most of the Sunans had many 

wives and concubines, assuring an abundance of aristocrats related to 
someone in the kraton. 


When we left Solo we were on the last lap of our journey. The 

beauty and fertUity of Java had held us spell-bound for four days; a 

striking combination of the sea and the mountains; of wild orcliids 

^d cultivated fields of sugar cane, tobacco, com and mustard. In one 

day we had watched the entire hfe cycle of rice, from that moment 

when the farmer, with his bullocks, ploughs the wet land, until the 

time of harvesting, when the women cut the full-grown paddy, each 

one taking a smgle golden sheaf with her as a present for Dewi Sri, the 
Goddess of Fertility. 

In the Indonesian language there are three words for rice. When it 

IS growing in the field it is caUed “padi” (paddy); when the grains are 

removed from the stalk it is called “betas”; and when it has been 

cooked n is “nasi”. Although com is the major item in the diet of the 

mountam people, and in unfertile areas sago or tapioca must be used, 

tor the majority of Indonesians, as for most Asians, rice and Hfe are 
synonymous. 

Having traveUed from west to east a distance of more than eight 

hundred and fifty kilometres, now at last we were entering 

hurabaja, following the River Brantas, which led us into the city whose 

name is taken from two animals, for “sura” means shark and “buaia” 
means crocodile. 


There was a time when the shark and the crocodile were quarrelling 
because each one wanted to rule the world. FinaUy it was decided 
that the crocodile should be king of the earth, including all the rivers 
^d the shark would be king of the water, including aU the seas. But 
h ^ *1.^ crocodile saw the shark in a river and accused him of 

whSri ^ defeated, after 

the crocodile was the supreme monarch. 

On the place where the shark and the crocodile fought, and where 

whosremW dito being, stands the city of Surabaja, 

hose emblem shows the shark and the crocodile facing one another, 

^ Monument, a tali 

citizens in November 1952, to commemorate those 

f Surabaja who died fightmg for Indonesian independence. 




chapter Four 

I WAS AWAKENED early in the morning by the sound of a flute and as 
I listened to the haunting tune I was glad we were living away from 
the main thoroughfare, otherwise the lovely melody would have 
been lost amidst the noises of the city. jBut when we first came to 
Surab^a and I saw our Uttle house and its unattractive location, I was 
very disappointed. It certainly did not resemble the elegant homes we 
had seen while driving through the residential section of the city. In 
the fashionable Darmo area the houses were substantial and imposing, 
like the Dutch who built them, and there were no shacks or stalls to 
spoil the appearance of the neighbourhood. 

But our house was one of a series of white stucco bungalows that 
had been constructed by Airlangga University for its staff, and hke 
other universities, its building fund for residential quarters was Hmited. 
The road going by was unpaved, and for a long time unnamed, and 
across the street was a large kampung which had mushroomed into 
existence on land belonging to the University. The kampung dwellers 
owned goats, chickens, ducks and pigeons, all of whom considered our 
lawn as home. And to serve the people hving in the kampung, many 
food stalls had been opened. 

The inhabitants on our side of the road were employed by the Air- 
langga University as lecturers or professors. We were a motley crew, 
Dutch, Yugoslav, German and American, gathered from many parts 
of the world, reflecting the changes that have occurred since the 
Second World War which tore people from their roots and sent them 
scurrying, like leaves blown by a fierce autumnal wind. 

On one side of us, in an identical four-room house, hved a Yugo- 
slav, who had a number of barking dogs and a magnificent collection 
of classical recordings. We forgave him the dogs because of the 
records. The only thing we knew about him was that he did not like 
Tito, and he was waiting for that glorious moment, when Yugoslavia, 
seeing the error of its poHtical ways, would again become a kingdom. 
Then he would go home. But until this happened, he was spending his 
time, and how quickly it is spent when one is middle aged, teaching at 
the Fakultas Hukum or law college, one of the three colleges in Sura- 
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baja affiliated to the Airlangga University. The others are the Fakultas 
Kedokteran or medical college and the Fakultas Gigi or dental college. 
It took me a long time to grasp the fact that in Indonesia, unlike die 
States, the word “faculty” does not apply to the teaching staff but to 
the college itself. 

On the other side of us, in a similar house, there was a Dutch doctor, 
a tall spare woman with sharply drawn features, no longer young but 
having the energy one associates with youth. She was extremely hard- 
working and in a brusque sort of way most charming. When we came, 
she was still the Professor of Medicine at the Fakultas Kedokteran and 
a colleague of my husband. I will always remember her bending over 
a heavy medical book; the lamp hght making her grey hair seem like 

burnished gold, as it must have been when she was a medical student 
many years ago. 

And so we hved next to one another, if not in friendship, at least in 
amity. Our houses were comfortable and there was something about 
the simple way we were hving which reminded me of the time I had 
spent in Longview, Texas, during the last war. Even the dust from the 
road and the brilUant sunshine evoked memories of Texas, but the 
high mountains looming so near us, dispelled the illusion. 

In our Surabaja house the sanitary arrangements were somewhat 
different from those in Longview. There we had an ordinary bath- 
room, but here we had a “kamar mandi” or room for bathing and a 
kamar ketjil which hterally translated means the “httle room”. 
Both were outside, although connected to the house. 

The kamar mandi had a device I had never seen before, a narrow, 
concrete cistern for storing water, known as a “djeding”. During my 
first days in Surabaja, I assumed it was a bath tub. Then one morning, 

wlule having coffee with several Indonesian ladies, I learned better, 
when one of them said: 

I have just heard an unbehevable story. Someone told me that an 
Englishman, who is staying at the Oranje Hotel, took a bath in the 
djedmg and then could not get out. He shouted and shouted until one 
ot the clerks hearing him, came to the rescue. But as the Enghshman 
was very fat and the clerk very thin, they had to wait until two others 
came, to extricate the poor man. Can you imagine anything funnier?” 

I could imagine any number of things that were funnier, but I didn’t 
comi^nt. After that I bathed in true Indonesian fashion, sloshing 
myselt with water from a small bucket. This method of getting clean 
IS very unsatisfactory if you are alone, but with some help it can prove 

39 



INDONESIA: TROUBLED PARADISE 

to be quite a jolly affair. Among Indonesian families it is not uncom- 
mon for a husband and wife to help one another, the husband throwing 
water on his wife and the wife reciprocating. When I learned this I felt 
the shock an Indian would experience because there a good wife would 
die before being seen nude by her husband. In fact an Indian lady often 
bathes in her sari to be sure her modesty is adequately protected. 

Next to the kamar mandi was the kamar keqil, which has two other 
names. By ordinary people it is called, quite frankly, a “kakus” or 
toilet, but in better society this is considered an impolite word, so it is 
often referred to as the kamar kiri or room on the left. This appel- 
lation which seems strange to an American or European is usually 
understood by an Asian, because there left is always associated with evil. 

Thus, the Indonesian word “kiri” does not only mean left, but it also 
means, unfavourable, unfortunate and unhappy.” This same inter- 
pretation of the word is applicable in India and Burma. If you are at a 
dinner party in either of these countries, you must always pass the food 
with your right hand; to use the left implies a deHberate insult. And in 
India, where it is not uncommon to eat by hand, you may only use 
your right hand, never the left, which is considered unclean. 

On the island of Bah, where Hindu mfluence is still strong, it is 
beheved that all the evil, negative forces are ranged on the left, and all 
the good, positive forces are on the right. Since primitive times 
women, because of the menstrual flow, have been considered evil. For 
this reason the Balinese apply many restrictions to women who are 
menstruating, “for in addition to her physical handicap is added the 
powerful taboo of pollution (sebel) which then falls upon her; she is 
forbidden to go into the temple, into the kitchen or the granary, or 
to the well. She may not prepare food nor, of course, make oEerings or 
participate at feasts, and the wife of a high priest may not even speak 
to her exalted husband.” 

What these taboos have meant to women was made vivid for me 
by a story told by one of my Indian friends. He said that the most 
tragic event in his childhood occurred when his mother was going 
through her period and therefore, as in Bah, could have nothing to do 
with cooking. As they were poor and had no servants, she called in a 
neighbour to prepare the rice. The neighbour put the rice on the stove 
and promised to return. But when the rice had finished cooking the 
neighbour did not come back and my friend’s mother was afraid to 
touch it for fear that the rice would be polluted. So it continued to 
simmer. 
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When the husband came home for his evening meal, and started 
eating the rice he found it sticky and unpalatable. Without saying a 
word, he picked up the pot of rice and dumped it over his wife. As 
they had no facilities for bathing except in the river, she had to wait 
until morning before she could wash away the glutinous mass. During 
the long night her son sat and comforted her. This terrible experience 
was never forgotten by the child who witnessed it. 

Because our kamar kiri and kamar mandi were outside of the house, 
they attracted an amazing amount of wild Ufe. There were always 
lizards crawling along the walls, happily engaged in the pursuit of 
flies and mosquitoes. Cockroaches were also prevalent, especially 
during the rainy season. At other times there were small hard-shell 
crabs moving about here and there. Once in a while a “tokeh” joined 
the menagerie. 

The tokeh is a large lizard, whose strange call can only be heard in 
the evening or at night. If he repeats his call an even number of times 
it is considered unlucky for the inliabitants of the household, but an 
odd number is propitious, five for happiness and seven for wealth. 
I used to hold my breath while counting, hoping the number would 
be five, but the tokeh rarely obliged. 

In addition to these characters who Hved in our bathroom per- 
manently, there were occasional visits from frogs and field mice. But 
the only time I felt the situation had progressed beyond endurance was 
when a snake decided to invade the premises. Fortunately, Pappa 
saw him first and killed him with a heavy stick. Pappa, the husband of 
Siti and the father of Yanto, was our gardener and watchman, a gentle 
person who was completely dominated by his capable wife, Siti. 

Siti was a remarkable woman in many ways. In addition to taking 
care of us, she had time to be a loving wife and a devoted mother. 
Siti s only son, a little boy named Yanto but whom we called Manis, 
the Indonesian word for sweet, was bright and cheerful and very 
spoiled. Siti kept him so scrubbed that I often wondered how his skin 
remained intact. When he went out to visit friends or relatives, every- 
thing about him was clean and polished, from his peaked cap to his 
small shoes. 

Siti, although not handsome, had the type of face that artists like to 
draw. A strong face with high cheek bones and well-shaped features. 
Slender as a palm tree and supple as a bamboo, she never seemed to 
tire and rarely slept. Like most Javanese, she laughed easily, but had a 
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temper that flared quickly. She was interested in everything, especially 
pohtics, and was a bitter opponent of polygamy. She was critical of 
her namesake, Sita, the heroine of the Rantayana, whom she con- 
sidered too meek and mild, always bending to her husband’s will. 

Siti, who loved to talk, knew a great deal about the people in Sura- 
baja, and did not hesitate to comment sharply about their foibles. One 
evening when I told her we were going to a dinner party at the home 
of a well-known physician, she remarked: **Anyone who works for 
him has to spend most of her time close to the ground.” And having 
uttered this cryptic sentence, she turned and walked away. 

When we arrived at the home of our host, many of the guests were 
already there. They were seated in the hving-room, but conversation 
was desultory as the old-fashioned chairs had been placed in such a way 
that it was difficult to speak without shouting. At one end of the huge 
room there was a grand piano, and on it stood a bust of Ludwig van 
Beethoven. Hanging above him, in a golden frame, was a hunter in a 
bright red jacket, surrounded by a pack of dogs. 

After a few moments, I noticed a pretty maidservant coming to- 
wards the room. Just as she was about to enter the doorway, she began 
to bend forward. She went down, down, do^vn. I watched her in 
horrified silence. It was obvious to me that she was fainting and that 
the tray, laden with cakes and glasses of orange crush, would slip out 
of her hands. Finally, unable to restrain myself, I said to our hostess: 
“The maid looks ill. She is going to faint.” 

The hostess looked at me, and for the first time since we came to 
Indonesia, I felt quite chilly. No one else responded to my plea. On 
the contrary, everyone acted as though I had not spoken. When I 
looked again the maid was moving along the floor exactly like one of 
the hard-shell crabs in our kamar mandi. On her outstretched hand 
was the tray, quite intact. She served all the guests, and when she was 
finished, she backed towards the door from where she had made her 
entrance, still crawling like a crab. It was only after she left the drawing- 
room that she again assumed an upright position. 

Later, when I described this scene to Siti she laughed, and then taking 
a tray and placing some dishes on it, she also went down, down, down 
and with surprising agility moved around the room at top speed. 
When I asked her where she had acquired such skill, she said that when 
she was a girl, she had gone to serve at the palace in Solo, and there all 
the servants were required to assume this position when waiting upon 
the royalty. 
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“But I hated it,” she declared passionately. “That is the position for 
a slave, not for a free person.” 

And then she added with much feeling: “I don’t even like to speak 
Javanese because it is too undemocratic. In Javanese, if I speak to 
someone who is my superior I must speak in high Javanese, but he 
speaks to me in low Javanese. But when I address Yanto, I use low 
Javanese and he answers in high Javanese. It is only when you are with 
a person of your exact social standing that you may use middle Java- 
nese. I much prefer Bahasa Indonesia where everyone is spoken to as 
an equal.” But though Siti resented Javanese, I noted that she taught it 
to Yanto, and whenever company came, he spoke to them, as any 
well-brought-up child should, in high Javanese. 

In addition to Siti, Pappa and Yanto, our household included Sumi- 
yati, the cook. She was a kind woman but lacking Sid’s fire and per- 
sonahty, for her ways had been moulded during the Dutch period. 
She was an excellent cook, but rarely told me how much she spent at 
the bazaar. Once in a while, I would ask her about the purchases she 
made and this would entail a very detailed explanarion. 

“You see, Njonja,” she would say, “everything is very expensive. 
This morning I bought all the things you wanted at the pasar, and in 
addition, when I saw some deUdous avocadoes, I bought a few, know- 
ing how much Tuan likes them. Then I remembered that we needed 
flour and salt, so I went to the store, because the flour and the salt in the 
bazaar are not of good quaUty.” 

Before I could say a word she continued: “On my way here, I met 
some boys and girls who were collecting funds for their organization 
because they are getting ready to celebrate Youth Day.” 

At this point, Siti, who had been hstening attentively, interrupted 
to ask: “Do you know anything about Youth Day?” I shook my head. 

Of course, you wouldn’t know much about it,” she said, “because 
you have just come to Indonesia. But for us, it is a very important day. 
Twenty-nine years ago, in 1928, many young people met in Djakarta. 
Some were from Java, others from diferent islands. They called them- 
selves the Young Ambon group, or the Young Sumatra group or the 
Young Java group. But at this meeting they dedded to form one 
organization and call it, Young Indonesia. They said — we are of the 
same people, the Indonesian people; we have the same fatherland, the 
Indonesian fatherland; and we have the same language, the Indonesian 
language. Therefore, we are all Indonesians, and not just different 
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groups from different islands. Ever since then we have thought of our- 
selves as Indonesians.” 

And since independence.” Sumiyati concluded, “we celebrate 
Youth Day on October twenty-sixth. So I gave the young people a 
donation of ten rupiahs, eight from you, one from Siti and one from 
me. They were very pleased. And finally, IS^onja, before entering the 
house, the flower-seller stopped me and I bought some Gladiolas for 
you, and she thrust a huge bouquet into my hands. 

Overwhelmed by this display, I started to leave the kitchen in what 
might have been described as a strategic retreat, when Sumiyati called 
me back, and smihng mischievously, said: “I am sure that you will be 
happy to learn that even though I made so many purchases and gave 
a donation for Youth Day, I only spent twenty-five more rupiahs 
than you gave me.” 

She said this with such aplomb that I burst into laughter, and de- 
cided then and there that we had engaged an extravagant cook. But 
I soon learned that spending more than you earn is a national charac- 
teristic. In the middle of the month almost every employer is asked by 
at least one of his workers for a “persekot” which is a special word for 
an advance on the next months* wages. Even the government, beset 
as it has been by financial stringency, is extravagant. 

The Indonesians love hfe more than money. Like the impecunious 
grasshopper, they do not save, they do not worry, and they do not 
suffer; in Indonesia winter never comes. Though it is cool in July and 
August, it is not so cold that the grasshopper must regret his im- 
providence. 

There are many factors which have contributed to the Indonesians* 
attitude that money is not expensive, and in this respect the difference 
between an Indonesian and an Indian is most striking. Thus, when an 
Indonesian, who hved across the road from us in the kampung, was 
fired, one of the Indian clerks working in the same shop, took him 
aside and said: 

“I am so sorry you have lost your job, but if you hsten to me you can 
get it back. All you have to do is go to the boss and say: *Sahib, I am a 
poor man. I have four children to support. If you do not take me back 
how will we eat? I know you are generous and kind-hearted. So, 
Sahib, if you give me one more chance I will prove my worth!’ If you 
say all of this and act as though you mean it, I am sure he will take 
you back.* 

The Indonesian looked at him and began laughing. “You expect 
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me,” he said, “to go and beg for this miserable job and, in addition, 
flatter that skinflint. Not me. In the first place, I don’t have four child- 
ren. I have seven. In the second place, whether I work or not, my 
children will eat because my wife is a nurse and earns more than I do. 
In the third place, I can always return to my village and till the land. 
And finally, if neither my wife nor I are employed, we will be kept 
going by the co-operative. So you can see, I have nothing to worry 

about, and the generous and kind-hearted Sahib can keep his 
• 1 >> ^ 
job. 

The clerk gave a heart-felt sigh, and then said: “I just can’t under- 
stand you. If I were to lose my job, I would die.” 

The difference between the two men was not a personal one. They 
were both young, strong and hard-working; but what determined 
their different outlooks were the social and economic conditions which 
had moulded them. It was impossible for the Indonesian to realize the 
problems facing his Indian friend, who hved in a world of fear. Even 
in a land of plenty like Indonesia, he could not relax and enjoy himself 
for behind him hke a shadow, was the knowledge of the hardships he 
would undergo if he ever returned to his homeland. 

To obtain a job and hold it is the single most important factor in the 
hfe of an Indian, and for this reason he is prepared to cringe before his 
employer. He knows there are hundreds of jobless waiting to take his 
place. Most Indians support, not only their immediate families, but a 
father or mother and sisters or brothers. If he has no job, he carmot go 
back to the village and become a farmer. Unlike Indonesia, where the 
difference between the town and the village is minimal, in India to go 
back to the village is to return to the Middle Ages. But even if he were 
willing to do so, his caste might not permit it. A clerk digging in the 
dirt; soiling his hands; following the bullocks with a plough — im- 
possible ! He would starve first. 

But for an Indonesian who has social mobility, who is willing to do 
almost any kind of work including manual labour, and who is not 
restricted by caste, Hfe is not only simpler but happier. 

From our windows we could watch the neighbours across the street. 

ome were very poor, such as the betjak drivers; others were better off 
bci^use they worked in factories. Many were employed as nurses or 
technicians at the Rumah Sakit Umum Pusat, which is the central 
hospital attached to the Fakultas Kedokteran. Though hardship was a 
constant companion of the kampung dwellers, they seemed to be 
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endowed with an ability to eiyoy life; to savour each passing moment. 
Poverty which often breeds cruelty, meanness, slyness and brutality, 
did not change the basic warm and kindly nature of these people. 
There was no drunkenness. They rarely quarrelled, and they covered 
their children with a blanket of love that protected them from the 
harsher aspects of life. 

So affectionate were they towards their children, that when they 
noticed the wife of one of the professors on our side of the street beat- 
ing her three-year-old girl, they were shocked. After that, they re- 
ferred to her as “Njonja Kegilaan,*' — literally the half-mad woman. 
Children were their pride and joy. They had many, five, six, seven and 
sometimes eight or nine. Both parents shared in taking care of the little 
ones, but if a boy were naughty his father would call the mother to 
punish him. Usually, the naughty boy would be scolded and sometimes 
given a few slaps, but always by the mother. When I asked Siti why this 
was so, she said that among the Javanese there is a belief that if a son is 
punished by his father he will resent it, but will forgive his mother for 
anything she does. 

Although the children in the kampung who were over ten were 
given many responsibihties, the younger ones were quite free. They 
wandered about like a band of happy warriors, playing when they 
wanted to play, eating when they wanted to eat, and sleeping when 
they felt like it. They appeared strong and healthy, but this was an 
illusion, for Indonesian children, until they reach the age of five, are 
often the victims of disease caused by inadequate nutrition, infection or 
lack of adequate medical care. 

In Djakarta, infant mortality accounts for thirty-four per cent of the 
death rate, while the mortality rate for children under five years of age 
is sixty-six per cent. Although conditions in Surabaja are a trifle better, 
often we would notice in the kampung the flag that signified death, a 
white flag with a red cross, and then we would see a tiny bundle being 
carried away by a group of sorrowing men. The women wept at 
home, for in Mus lim countries, only men may attend a funeral. 

Just as we found the kampimg dwellers interesting, so were we a 
constant source of amusement to them. The difference was that while 


our knowledge of their hves was superficial, they really knew all 
about us. They knew our strength and our weaknesses. One day I 
noticed a group laughing as one of the professors passed by. 


“Why are you laughing?” I asked. 
“Because he has ‘mata kerandjang.’ ” 
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“But if he has something wrong with him you shouldn’t laugh. By 
the way, what is mata kerandjang?” 

At this question they simply howled with laughter. Then one of 
them said: “Mata kerandjang is a deadly disease, and you are quite 
right, Njonja, we really shouldn’t laugh at the poor professor.” 

As I walked back into the house I thought about the phrase. I knew 
that “mau” meant eye, and “kerandjang”, basket, but I couldn’t quite 
connect the two words with any illness. That afternoon when our In- 
donesian teacher came, I asked him: “What is this illness, mata keran- 
djang? It can’t be serious because when I asked my neighbours across 
the street about it, they began laughing.” 

He also started to laugh, and then he said: “It certaiiJy isn’t a fatal 
illness, but it can cause a great deal of trouble. As you Imow, ‘mata’ 
means eye and ‘kerandjang’ means basket, but the two together have a 
different connotation in Bahasa Indonesia. When we talk about mata 
kerandjang, we mean a man, who even though married is interested in 
other women, and therefore has eyes as big as baskets.” 

How did the people in the kampung know that the professor liked 
other women? I had met him often and he seemed to be so stern and 
puritanical that I couldn’t imagine his looking at anyone but his 
equally stern and puritanical wife. But I was wrong, and the kampung 

Wellers were right, and this was not the only time that they proved so 
s rewd in judging the character of the professors and their wives. 

entourage was the wife of a German professor who 
laboured under the impression that her mere presence in Surabaja 
was a treat for the natives”, as she scornfully referred to the people 

^ kampung. One night, hearing a radio being played rather 

loudly in the kampung, she became annoyed. So she walked across 

t e street, entered the house where the raio was blaring forth, and 
declared: 

“It is too late for a radio to be played. Turn it off.” 

As the speaker on the radio happened to be President Sukarno her 
ultimatum was not obeyed. So she turned off the radio herself The 
result was not what she expected because the women began beating 

cr. e vvas saved by her husband, who hearing her cries, came to the 
rescue and took his sobbing wife home. 

In a matter of minutes after this incident occurred, the kampung 

Wellers called a meeting. Everyone was invited to discuss the incident, 
everyone came, including the children. After much discussion it 
was deaded to call in reporters and have the story published. 
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Someone from our side of the street, realizing the seriousness of the 
situation, telephoned the President of the University, who imme- 
diately appeared on the scene. With the tact and charm for which he is 
famous, he only briefly alluded to the fact that the people in the kam- 
pung were squatting on University land, and then reassured them that 
such an incident would not be allowed to happen again. In return he 
asked them not to give the story to the press as that would embarrass 
the University. After some rather mild arguments, they agreed to 
abide by the President’s request. 

The next morning when we were discussing the event, my husband 
remarked to the head-man of the kampung, who was quite elderly and 
wore a neat beard parted in the middle: “I am impressed with the 
fact that you called a meeting about the incident and that everyone was 
willing to abide by the decision.” 

To this the head-man replied: “Tuan, professor doctor, I am glad 
that you have noticed that we act together. It is part of our tradition. 

I come from Sumatra, and belong to a community known as the 
Bataks. Among us there is a proverb: ‘The word of a single individual 
is the word of a fool; the word of the multitude is the word of the 

• > 9 > 

Wise . 
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O NE EVENING, not long afterwards, Sid asked me if she could be 

excused for a few hours. As she was dressed in her best bastik 

“.T.c blouse, I reahzed that the request was perfunctory 

Where are you going?” 1 asked. 

She hesitated a wliile and then said in an off-hand manner: “I am 

going into town. In fact,” she added, “I want to see a visitor who has 
come to Surabaja.” 

“Who is tills visitor?” 

“NJonja Fatmawati Sukarno.” 

“Where will you see her?” 

In front of the residence of the Governor.” 

“Then lam coming too.” and I quicUy 'changed my clothes. We 
hired a betjak and soon we were near the Governor’s residence. A huge 
crowd had gathered mcluding thousands of schoolchildren and some 

of the most prominent women of Surabaja, dressed as though they 
were going to a formal reception. ^ ^ 

A few minutes later an open car drove up, and in the car was a 
ather plump but pretty lady, standing and waving to the crowd. Tears 

“Go back to the palace, Ibu.” 

“Ibu, you must go back to the palace.” 

Ibu, you are the first lady of the land.” 

turbe^ heezme noticeably dis- 

to hef -nieT f weeping as they Javed 

^ her. The lady m the car, who was being addressed as Ibu, which 

means mother, was NJonja Fatmawati Sukarno. 

Why are they shouting like that?” I asked Siti. 

in favour with the President 
altho^l^F -1 j Merdeka Palace and stay by herself 

“R f hvmg m the palace with the President ” 

J3ut, Mti, I thought you were an admirer of Sukarno. I don’t see 
ow you can come here. It is disrespectful to the President ” 

Not at all, she repHed indignantly. “AU of the poor people here 
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and even some of the rich admire Sukarno. But we do not like the 
fact that he has rejected Ibu Fatmawari for another wife; you don’t 
know what it means to a woman when her husband takes another 
wife.” 

“Do you?” 

“No, because it has never happened to me, but Sumiyati’s husband 
took a young wife, and now she has to support herself and the children 
as he gives all his money to the new favourite. That is why Sumiyati 
always looks sad.” 

As the car drove away, one of my friends, the wife of an Indonesian 

doctor, noticed me and coming over said: 

“There is going to be a meeting where Fatmawati will speak. If you 

are interested you may come with me.” 

Siti said she would go home, so my friend and I walked to the hall 
which was jammed with women. Here and there, sprinkled among 
them, were a few men. 

The meeting was sponsored by an organization called the “East Java 
Body for Co-operation between Women and the Mihtary . The 
chairman, Njonja Wijono, spoke first, sayuig that this conference had 
adopted a number of resolutions concerning the problem facing Ibu 
Fatmawati. As she read each one, there was tremendous applause, 
more than I ever heard at a pubHc meeting in Indonesia. 

The first resolution urged the government to give Njonja Fatma- 
wati the right to attend state functions and ceremonies. The second 
begged Ibu Fatmawati to attend all meetings concerning women. And 
the third begged her to stay with her children in the palace in order to 

make sure that they were educated in a fitting manner. 

After this, the Commander of the East Java Mihtary Area, the 
Commander of the Surabaja Naval Base; the Governor of East Java, 
and the Mayor of the city, a physician and member of the Indonesian 
Communist Party, all welcomed Ibu Fatmawati to Surabaja. 

When Fatmawati arose to reply, she was so moved that for a few 
moments she could not answer. Her face was dravn and her hair slig t y 
dishevelled. After regaining control of her emotions she begm shak- 
ing. My friend translated for me as Fatmawati spoke; some of it being 
lost in the audible sobs of the women in the audience. She said that it 
had been difficult for her to choose between duty and her fee^gs ot 
pain and love. But she had been able to conquer her innermost feetogs 
and foUow her path of duty. “In this framework,” she said,^^ I have 
been able to come to Surabaja and meet all of you face to face. 
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Brushing away her tears, she told the audience that she was very 
moved because so many people had come to see her, not only women 
ut men, not only the rich but the poor, even labourers and betjak 
drivers. She felt that they were all sympathetic to her and that they 
hoped her life would soon be better. “I have the impression that you 
are all expecting happiness, peace and love for me.” She in turn hoped 
th^t they too would eryoy peace and love. 

As the tension in the hall increased she became more agitated. Finally, 
in a voice that was filled with emotion, she said that she hoped the In- 
donesim people could carry on the struggle for their ideals. And then 
she added: I suffer when I see my people poor, not able to buy proper 
food and clothing. So I hope that all of you, poor as weU as rich, 
be umted to overcome the present sufferings.” 

As we were leaving the hall, I said to my friend: “I am puzzled by 
what has taken place. Was this really an anti-Sukarno meeting under 
the pretence of giving sympathy and support to Fatmawati? Is she 
really so outstanding as to deserve all of these tributes?” 

My friend smiled as she rephed: “Fatmawati is not outstanding at 
all. She IS a sweet simple woman, without pretensions, who has become 
a symbol of those women who have been rejected in favour of another 
wile The fact that she is still married to the President puts her in the 
meiight and makes it possible for us to use her as a symbol and to rally 
people m favour of a law which would prohibit polygamy.” 

And how does this affect the President?” 

“Pohtically, he is not affected. Were he to come to Surabaja to- 
morrow, he would receive a tumultuous welcome. Even the ladies 

vlerir f T somewhat 

of h ^ his new wife with him, an epidemic 

in JLwh ^ at home. This is the way 

othTr wife disapproval of his having taken an- 

at a nubl'i°'''* that Ibu Fatmawati can appear 

Sie f “tny and of the 

Ser Mayor, all of whom in one way or 

hapfen a^v“'5 to the President? I don’t think this cLd 

Happen any place else m the world.” 

the Prpc ? ^ t'^t using the meeting to berate 

P yg y. As you know, our women are not in purdah, they are not 

51 



INDONESIA: TROUBLED PARADISE 


segregated, they are not second-class citizens. On the contrary, we 
have the same rights as men for they were guaranteed to us in the 
1945 Constitution. In the entire Muslim world, we are the most for- 
ward poHtically, economically and socially. But until the institution of 
polygamy is banned by an act of parHament, we will not remain con- 
tent.’* 

“And how does the President feel about such a law?” I asked. 

“He is very much in favour of it,” she answered, her eyes twinkling. 
“Why, without his approval we couldn’t get anywhere.” 

Later, thinking about our conversation, I recalled that the Prime 
Minister of India, Jawaharlal Nehru, had said he would apply two tests 
to judge the progress of any country about which he knew absolutely 
nothing. They were the amount of steel the country produced and the 
position of women. These two things, he declared, symboUzed any 
country’s progress. 

In India, the position of women is paradoxical. Probably no other 
country has passed so many laws to protect women’s interests, while 
at the same time doing so httle to see that those laws are enforced. 
Even today, the dowry makes the marriage bed. The family of the 
girl must be prepared to pay a sizeable sum if she is to get married, 
particularly among the middle and upper class. That is why there is an 
old folk-saying: “He who has no son knows no happiness; while he 
who has no daughter has no cares.” Marriages are arranged by parents, 
and afterwards if the woman is unhappy, there is no escape. Even 
though a Hindu divorce law has been enacted, the disapproval of a 
divorcee by the community is stronger than the power of legislation. 

If an Indian couple are invited to dinner, the husband will often 
come by himself After offering one of a hundred lame excuses, he will 
finally adinit that his wife rarely accompames him to social affairs. 
But in Indonesia, couples are always together, which is an indication of 
their relationship, one of companionship as well as love. 

Speaking before an EngUsh audience, the wife of the first Indonesian 
Ambassador to England, Dr. Hurustiati Subandrio said: 

**In Indonesia an ideal wife is considered to be someone who is a 
good friend in Ufe to her husband. Married women in our country 
share full responsibdity in the tasks and duties of matrimonial life with 
their husbands. This can be said of nearly all classes of the community, 
with perhaps, the exception of the princesses at Court, who are kept in 
a world of luxury and seclusion, far from the reahties of life. Particu- 
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larly the peasant and working classes give equal partnership to women 

and men. The harder the hving conditions, the higher the status for 
women/’ 


Such freedom has its roots in the history of the nation, for as Dr 
Subandrio pointed out, “The original Indonesian mind, which was 
already imbued with a spirit of great tolerance through previous re- 
gions, such as Hinduism and Buddhism, accepted the conversion of 
Islam with indulgence— even towards women’s desire for equal rights.” 

That status of women has also been determined by “adat” law, the 
law of the village wliich is based upon custom or tradition. Because 
this type of law evolved according to the needs and desires of the 
community, it was less strict and more flexible than formal Mushm 
law. In most villages, illegitimacy is not considered a crime. A mother 

® of wedlock is not cast out by her community, nor 

IS her child ostracized. Under adat law, the man who refuses to accept 
the responsibihty of fatherhood is the one to be condemned. 

Nor IS prostitution looked upon with as much scorn as in other 
countnes. When a prostitute marries, which is often the case, she is 
t en accepted as a respectable member of the community. Rape is 
uiiJmo^. A man would not think of taking advantage of a woman, 
t she does not want him, he will find someone else. Love is very im- 
portant m Indonesia. It occupies a great deal of everyone’s time and 

oughts^ Unlike the West where business, poHtics and sports all come 
tirst in Indonesia it is love. 


Nevertheless, m the old days most marriages were arranged. The 
n onesian women call these ‘compulsory marriages”. Among the 
Javanese, who do not consider it courteous to ask a direct questiL or 
give a direct answer, the problem of arranging a marriage could only 
ouc le on y inference. When a Javanese family hinted to their 
daughter that the young man who had just visited was a suitor, she 
would not comment. But later, when the family sat down to dinner 

pieced daughter was 

arrl^li/f Province of Sumatra, the custom of 

W The people of Atjeh declare that 

of Cemri s" i Minangkabaus 

for this rea inheritance is through the mother and 

common fm a T" ^ ^ not un- 

mediarv One ^o propose marriage to a boy, through an inter- 
ediary. One of our Javanese friends, who was working in Central 
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Sumatra, had four such proposals, which he reluctantly refused as he 
was happily married. 

The Bataks have a ceremony called the “Martandang”, which is a 
gathering of boys and girls in the house of one of the older members 
of the village. The young people have a chance to meet, and then a 
boy will often select the girl whom he would like to marry. 

In Bah, it is not uncommon to have marriages by elopement. The 
young people run away with the knowledge and consent of both 
famihes. But as soon as the disappearance of the girl becomes known, 
her “enraged” father calls upon his neighbours to come and help him 
find his daughter. A search is organized. Although everyone knows 
where the young couple are hiding, they are not found. When they 
return to the village their wedding has to be legahzed in the Plindu 
temple, and the groom must present a pig to the Brahman priest. After 
the pig is blessed, and cooked, it is distributed to the villagers in a 
ceremony which usually takes place three days after the marriage. 

Although, in Bah, “marriage by request” is permitted, in the nearby 
island of Lombok, for a boy to ask the girl’s father if he may marry his 
daughter, is considered bad taste. To such a request, the father would 
answer: “Our daughter is a human being, not an animal. We will not 
give her away as a present: but if she were to elope with someone — 
well, what could we do?” 

In Sumatra and West Java the wedding ceremony is a combination 
of rites largely influenced by the Islamic rehgion. In BaU the wedding 
is of a modified Hindu type, but in Central and East Java the ceremony 
is a mixture of Buddhist, Hindu and MusHm rituals. W^e attended 
a royal wedding in the town of Solo. The bride was a princess, of 
about twenty years of age, a classic beauty with the sharply moulded 
features that Indonesians admire. Her husband worked as a pilot for 
the Garuda Indonesian Airways. 

^^hen we arrived at the place where the marriage was to be held, 
we noticed an open hall with bamboo pillars and a thatched roof. The 
pillars were decorated with yellow coconut leaves, stalks of sugar cane 
and sheaves of paddy. Two banana trees, complete with leaves and 
fruit had been planted near the front pillars. All of this was symbolic. 
The coconut leaves stood for happiness; the sugar cane for the sweet 
hfe the couple would enjoy; and the stalks of paddy for prosperity, 
since rice represents wealdi in the eyes of the ordinary Indonesian. 

The banana trees were equally symbolic, for these trees sprout 
easily and quickly. They represent the hope that the bridal couple will 
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have many children. For such an occasion, only a special variety of 

banana tree can be used. It is known as “pisang radja”, the royal 

bai^, for at every wedding the bride and bridegroom are the king 
and queen. ^ 

Seated in the hall were the male guests, including our host, the 

Prince of Solo, a man nearing sixty with fine features, a neat beard and 

moustache, and continental manners. In the back of the haU, where the 

ridal love-seat decorated in white satin was placed, were the women. 

They were wearmg the finest kains I had ever seen, a special pattern 

worn only for weddings. Their kebajas of imported lace were fastened 

with precious stones. Mingling with their French perfume, was the 

aroma of fresh flowers, with which they had decorated their hair. All 

of the women wore ear-rings, necklaces and pins of rubies, emeralds 
or diamonds. 

Soon after we came, the groom, escorted by his family entered the 
mam haU. There he signed the marriage contract under the watchful 
eyes of an Islamic teacher, and then paid the bride’s father the dowry 
of five rupiahs, thus legahzing the marriage. 

In the meantime, the princess was brought by her female relatives 
rom t e back of the hall. At the steps she waited for the groom. When 
he approached, she smiled, and then threw “sirih” leaves at him. But 
before the leaves left her hands he had thrown his first. There was an 
udible gasp among the anstocratic guests, for this meant that he would 
omnate her, even though she was a princess and he a mere pilot. 
Un the first step a raw egg had been placed. The bridegroom stepped 

wash rl ^ masculinity. Then the bride 

WS Wh ' l?cr£umcd water, as proof of her respect and 

seat hLd ii haS.' 

hr couple. She was wearing a kain em- 
was J’cr waist. Her hair 

sh™Her o7i ""f 1 her right 

paint Her ^“^"hcad curls of hair had been shaped with dark 

lashes. heavily made up and shone through her thick 

memLf ofT ’ 77^’ ^""'^haped hat. Had he been a 

was tied at th hat would have been black. His kain 

bride’s hair, 
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After a few moments, the groom rose and then taking some rice 
grains poured them into the lap of his bride. She was careful to see that 
not a single grain spilled, because if this happened, it signified that she 
would not be content with the provisions that her husband could 
make for her. 

Later the father of the bride, an exceedingly handsome man, sat on 
the floor and crossed his legs. His daughter sat on one knee and his 
son-in-law on the other. His wife then asked: ‘'Which one is the 
heavier?” To which the father repUed: “To me they are both the 
same.” 

If he had said this a half-century ago it would not have been true, 
for the position of women at that time was far inferior to that of men. 
The changes which took place in Indonesia during the last fifty years 
were, to a large extent, brought about by an aristocratic and talented 
young woman. She is remembered as Ibu Kartini and her birthday is 
celebrated as a national hoHday. 

Raden Adjing Kartini was born on April 2ist, 1879, into a royal 
family of Central Java. At that time some of the members of the 
nobflity were permitted to go abroad for study. They returned from 
Holland imbued with the ideas of the European humanists. They 
brought with them the bold slogans of the French revolution, Hberty, 
fraternity and equahty”, as well as the memorable concept of the 
American revolution that “all men are created equal”. But in addition 
to desiring independence, this group was critical of the restrictive and 
feudal practices of Islam. Many of them had been influenced by the 
teachings of Mufti Sheikh Mohammed Adbuh, a brilhant Egyptian 
philosopher who felt that Islamic concepts had to be adapted to the 
scientific trend of \*/estem thought. As she grew up, Ibu Kartim found 
herself spiritually alli ed to those who were opposed to the backward 

aspects of Islam. 

Educated in a Dutch elementary school, Kartim longed to continue 
her studies. But due to the “pingit” tradition, which prohibited a 
young girl from going out unaccompamed, her family refused to 
allow her. For a number of years she studied alone, and then started a 
school for girls in her own home. She and her sister were the teachers. 
However, she felt that her education was not sufllcient and she begged 
her parents and the Government to send her to a training school for 
teachers in Djakarta. Finally, after much hesitation, her parents gave 
their consent and she was granted a scholarship. 
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Before she was able to accept this offer, she received a proposal of 
marriage from a great and influential man, the Regent of Rembang. 
She accepted his proposal, not only because she knew that this decision 
would please her parents, but also because she felt that through his 
influence she would be able to continue her work in the field of educa- 
tion. She was never to regret this, as her husband understood and 
honoured her ideals. 

Having married the Regent of Rembang in 1903, with his encourage- 
ment she opened another class for girls in her new home. One year 
later, at the age of twenty-five, Kartini died in cliildbirth, but in her 

few fleeting years she had laid the foundation for Indonesian girls, past 
puberty, to attend school away from home. 

During her hfetime, Kartini corresponded with many prominent 

Dutch women who were her friends. In those letters, she poured out 

her heart. They were pubhshed after her death in a book entitled 

From Darkness to Light. In most of the letters she explained in poignant 

terms her views on the relationship between the people of Indonesia 
and Holland. 

Wntmg to her dear friend, Mrs. Abednanon, on October 21st, 1902, 
Kartini declared: “Civihzation is not at all a kind of private property of 
whatever person happens to be in a civilized country. Real and pure 
civilization also exists in countries and nations which are mostly 
recognized by the white-skin nations as inferior.” 

Voiemg the same sentiment in another letter, she wrote: “With 
heavy hearts, many Europeans here see how the Javanese, whom they 
regard as their inferiors, are slowly awakening, and at every turn a 
bro^ man comes up, who shows that he has just as good brains in 
ea , an just as good a heart in his body, as the white man. But 
we are going forward, and they cannot hold back the current of 


As the current of time moved forward the Indonesian women be- 
came more articulate. Their first association which was meant to 
rengthen their position as mothers and housewives, was caUed “Puteri 
erdeka , the Independent Woman. It was estabhshed in 1912 at 

struvl^ f women of England were beginning their 

tbrm^ the right to vote. Members of the Puteri Merdeka pledged 

tion w\r' marriages and polygamy. This organi2a- 

as the women s orgamzations joined together in Jogjakarta 

as the Association of Indonesian Women”. 
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During the Japanese occupation, women’s organizations were 
banned and some of their leaders were executed. After Japan’s defeat, 
when fightmg took place between the Dutch and the Indonesians, 
women played a large role. The Sultan of Jogjakarta paid them a high 
tribute for he said that without their devotion and bravery, Indonesia 
would never have won its independence. 

In 1946, the women’s organizations met again, this time in Solo, to 
form the Kongres Wamta Indonesia” whose aims are to urge and 
maintain social Justice, to guarantee human rights, and to implement 
the independence of the Indonesian Republic. 

In the ensuing years, Indonesian women have become doctors, 
lawyers, dentists and diplomats. But this is not the real criterion which 
determines the position of women, for as Dr. Hurustiati Subrandrio 
has said: It is not what the most capable of our women has achieved 
that matters so much, but rather how the majority Hve and work.” 
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I T WAS THE TIME of heat and tension, the difficult month of October, 
when all hving things were waiting for the rains, as an impatient 
lover awaits his sweetheart. If only the monsoon would break, 
everyone murmured. If only the rains were here, was the constant 
refrain. But the heat was unrelenting. 

In the kampung even the children were hstless, too overcome by the 
heat to be interested in playing. The vendors who came by called their 
wares m dull, heat-sodden voices, and the vegetables and fruits they 
had to sell were soggy and wilted. Only the gado-gado man was not 
affected, bellowing hke a bull he announced his arrival, and so power- 
ful and enthusiastic was his cry that the kampung seemed to reawaken, 
and the children followed him as though he were a pied piper. 

Come and buy my gado-gado, not biasa but istimewa,” he would 
shout, thus explaimng that his was not ordinary gado-gado but some- 
tlung exceptionally good, for in Indonesian, “biasa” is common but 
istimewa excellent. Gado-gado is a mixture of vegetables, covered 
with a tliick, peanut sauce, which is both sweet and pungent, and 
served with a “krupuk”, a sort of pancake or tortilla, made from dried 
prawns that have been pounded into flour, and then fried in deep fat. 

The gado-gado vendor carried his own kitchen with him. On one 
side of his shoulder pole the gado-gado was kept warm by a charcoal 
fire. The charcoal was contained in a heavy, round iron pot. On the 
other side of his shoulder pole, he had an intricate contrivance which 
held plates, spoons, ajar of water for washing dishes, a towel for dry- 
ing them, and a small cash drawer from which he made change. The 
^tchen weighed about seventy kilos, a hundred and fifty-four pounds, 
but he earned it with ease. And though he charged only one rupiah, 
he se^ed each customer with such pohteness that one might think he 
was the owner of the city’s most exclusive cafe. 

Once in a while, during this period of heat, we would hear the 
rhythmic sound of the “gendang”, a drum covered with goatskin and 
beaten with the palm of the hand rather than with sticks. The gendang 
announced that a performance of the horse dance would take place 
Ihe children of the kampung adored it, and even the adults 

59 


were 



INDONESIA: TROUBLED PARADISE 

amused. The dance involved two boys, a few musicians and the leader. 

After a sufficiently large crowd collected, the leader would snap his 
long bull-whip and the dance would begin. One Httle boy, riding a 
narrow cardboard horse, which he put between his legs like a broom 
stick, would shake a rope of plaited hair in the face of the other child, 
who was also mounted on a cardboard steed. The dancer with the rope 
of hair, which resembled a horse’s tail, would pursue the other child, 
never letting him get away, and constantly shaking the horse’s tail in 
front of his eyes. The combination of the movement of the rope of 
hair, the music and the crack of the whip, would send the second 
dancer into a trance. 

Prancing and neighing he would then become a horse. He would go 
down on his hands and knees and walk, gallop and trot. He would eat 
grass, drmk water from a trough, and respond to the whip in the same 
manner as a real horse. As the music grew louder and faster he became 
more frenzied, and only after the music ended was the leader able to 
bring the child out of the trance. It was a cruel dance and I was always 
worried that the leader would be unable to imdo the hypnotic spell 
cast upon the httle boy. 

During those days of endless heat, I seldom left the house unless it 
was necessary to go to one of the bazaars and then only in the late 
afternoon. Throughout Asia there are many types of bazaars; each one 
having its own particular fascination and its own pecuhar charm. There 
are gold bazaars, food bazaars, animal bazaars and the bazaar of thieves 
where stolen goods can be bought. But none of the bazaars I had 
ever seen were as unusual as the stamp bazaar in Surabaja. 

This was located at the entrance to the main post-office. Crowded 
near the doorway were many men and women, all seated behind 
wooden tables, in back of which were huge boards of stamps. As soon 
as a prospective customer appeared, the chorus began; 

“Buy my stamps, my stamps are the best, mine are the cleanest, 
mine are the newest, mine are the cheapest,” 

As I was about to walk into the post-office, one of the vendors 
stopped me and said: “Do not go into the post-office. It is very hot in 
there. Here it is cool and pleasant. You won*t have to stand in a long 
hne and wait your turn. You can pick your stamps at leisure.” 

It was only then that I reahzed that the stamps being sold were 
neither old nor valuable nor from a distant country. They were just 
plain, ordinary Indonesian stamps. 

Going over to one girl whose smile was irresistible, I pointed to the 
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one rupiah stamps which bear a portrait of Indonesia’s handsome 
President. 

“I would lihe a dozen of these,” I said, handing her twelve rupiahs. 
She tore ofi the stamps but refused to take the money, 
dozen stamps will cost you thirty-six rupiahs.” 

But that IS impossible. The stamp is clearly marked one rupiah. 
You are chargmg me three times as much as I should pay.” 

“Njonja dear,” she said, using the informal dear and the formal 

njonja. How would I make any profit if I were to charge you the 

same rate as the post-office? You are paying for the luxury of my 

having done the work for you. I was here early in the morning, while 

you were probably still asleep— you foreign ladies stay in bed so late 

—surely. It is only fair for me to demand something for my labour.” 

But three rupiahs for each stamp is too much,” I complamed, and 

with this sentence my fate was sealed, for I had revealed my willingness 

to bargam. As there was no escape now, I continued: “I will buy them 
tor one rupiah and fifty sen each.” ^ 

“I will sell them, just because I have taken a liking to you, for two 
rupiahs and fifty sen. 

“I will not pay a sen more than one rupiah and fifty.” 

“Oh, Njonja, how can you be so hard hearted. At one rupiah 
fifty sen, I make practically nothing.” ^ 

She looked at me with such pleading in her eyes that I wilted: “All 
right. Two rupiahs for each stamp.” 

shf f ^ I walked away, 

I could hear her laughter ringing in my ears, and I laughed too. But 
J st at that moment, as I was walking away from the post-office I 
elt somethmg wet and shmy hit my face. I put my hand up, and to my 
surprise, wiped away some spit. It did not occur to me that this was 
ehberate until I heard someone say: “Go home where you belong 
Belanda. As I looked up, I saw a boy on a bicycle pedallffig away. 

centre we . drivmg into the shopping 

same sentim'^T^"^ painted on buildings everywhere, expressing the 

home, belanda; IRIAN BARAT BELONGS TO US' 

return IRIAN BARAT TO ITS RIGHTFUL OWNERS. On shops Owned by 
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Dutch people the slogans were more insulting. Some windows had 
been smeared with tar and a few had been broken. As we drove 
around, I noticed that there were no Westerners on the streets. The 
angry looks we received indicated that those who saw us assumed we 
were Dutch. 

That afternoon, going into Zangrandi’s for ice-cream, we saw a sign 
displayed: we do not serve dutch. And when the waiter came over 
he asked if we were Dutch. When we told him we were not, he did 
not seem satisfied and served us in a surly manner. We were curious to 
know why an Itahan place would put up such a sign, but perhaps 
Zangrandi felt he must be careful to fall into step, lest his business 
come imder suspicion. 

After this, similar signs appeared in other shops. Flags began blos- 
soming in the windows of every commercial enterprise, Indian, 
Pakistani, Egyptian, Iranian, Turkish, German, English and American 
flags signified that the owner was not Dutch. Only the Chinese hesi- 
tated to call attention to the shops in their possession. However when 
we went to a Chinese restaurant for dinner the owner swooped down 
and asked: “Are you Dutch?’* 

We noticed that he was watching the door nervously, and when we 
turned around we saw almost a hundred begak drivers scrutinizing us. 
My husband gave the owner his United Nations identification card. 
Taking it, the owner went to the window, waved the card, and 
shouted: “This man is working for the United Nations. This explana- 
tion failed to satisfy the drivers. Then the owner asked my husband 
his nationahty. He rephed: “American. W^hen the crowd heard this, 
they laughed, and in a few moments melted away. 

The next morning Siti told me: “All the servants have decided to 
stop working in Dutch homes, and so the fair ladies can do their own 

housework for a change.” 

“But what about our neighbour, the Dutch doctor? 

“Don’t worry, she is an employee of the Fakultas Kedokteran and is 

a good woman.” 

“There must be other good Dutch people in Surabaja, I said, and 
it surprised me that Siti agreed. 

“There probably are, but they hve in the Darmo area and that alone 

is enough to make them hated.” 

**But why should liv in g in the Darmo area cause hatred? 

“Because before independence, not a single Indonesian person was 
allowed to hve in Darmo. It was Dutch, Dutch, Dutch. Even a 
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wealthy Indonesian could not own a home in that section. It was just 

for them. And so, those Dutch hving in Darmo today are still hated. 

You ■sv'Ul see— not a single servant will stay in a Dutch house in 
Darmo.” 

“Not even if their wages are raised?” 

Not even if they were offered the same salary as Bung Karno.” 

I could hardly beUeve this would come to pass, but a few days later 
when our neighbour came over she was pale as a ghost. 

“What is the matter, doctor? You look ill.” 

“I am not ill, but I am worried,” she said. “In the houses of my 
friends, aU the servants have left, even where there are sick people and 
babies. The Dutch m Surabaja are unable to buy food or medicine. 

he storekeepers are refusmg to sell them anything. I have been able to 
purchase some commodities in this neighbourhood, but after all I am 

only one person.” 

Urging her to sit dow and rest for a moment, I said: “Let me make 
you a cup of coffee.” 

She agreed, and while we were waiting for the coffee, she said: 
Oh, tbs stiipid, bhnd Dutch Government. Doesn’t it know what it is 
omg. For the sake of a jungle-covered island with a handful of primi- 
tive people, we will lose aU of our lucrative trade in Indonesia. We will 
kill be goose that has been laying golden eggs ever since the beginning 
of the seventeenth century. Why can’t we learn? After the last war 
instead of grantmg Indonesia mdependence following the Enghsh 
pattern m India, we tried to subdue the country by force and fafled 
Now we are preparing to sever the economic ties between our coiin- 


• Indonesia know this. That is why petitions are 

going to Ho land, beggmg the Government to reconsider its de- 

^ of West New Guinea to come before the 

dhcusidXT' V to have the question 

b cussed. We are hvmg in an age of negotiation, when countries 

But of c 5och problems before an international body, 

■out of course, it s partly your fault.” ^ 

“Why?” 

Western New Guinea is supposedly an important mihtary area in 
the over-aU plannmg of SEATO, and Dulles has pressed be Dutch 

StatTsTsTer "^f ° ^'^^ough ostensibly the United 

Mates IS a great friend of Indonesia. In addition, the Australians are 

ead set against the Indonesians because bey fear that if Indonesia is 

63 



INDONESIA: TROUBLED PARADISE 

given the western half of New Guineas, eventually the eastern half for 
which they hold responsibihty, will be threatened. But regardless of 
who is influencing our Government, the fact remains that the people 
who will suffer first are the 50,000 Dutch citizens in Indonesia. They 
are doomed.” 

“But doesn’t Irian Barat really belong to Indonesia?” I asked. 
“Geographically it is within the Archipelago.” 

“No,” she rephed emphatically. “The people of that island are 
Papuans and of Melanesian stock. They are entirely different, speaking 
a different language and having different customs. Why should they 
come under Indonesian domination and be Javanized? I think that 
West New Guinea should be under our protection for a certain length 
of time, or perhaps be made into a protectorate of the United Nations. 
And then, when the people are ready for independence, they should be 
given their freedom, that is freedom from us and from Indonesia as 
well.” 

“But are people ever ready for independence?” I asked. 

“I think you were,” she answered. 

“Maybe we were, but at that time, the British didn’t think so. 

She laughed, and then added: “Regardless of the substance of the 
dispute, we should be prepared to negotiate.” 

That same night, at a dinner party, we heard the Indonesian side of 
the story. When I mentioned that my Dutch neighbour had said that 
Irian Barat should not belong to Indonesia because its people were of a 
different origin, and did not speak the same language, my host an- 
swered quite heatedly: 

“That is nonsense. There are many different groups in Indonesia. 
That is why we say Bhimieka Tunngal Ika, Unity in Diversity. We are 
a nation of many ethnological groups, some so large they could be 
designated nations. And it is precisely this diversity which makes our 
country so dynamic. Our people speak hundreds of dialects. Surely, 
in view of this, Irian Barat belongs to us just as much as any other part 

of what was formerly the Netherlands Indies. 

“But why did half of this island remain in Dutch hands after inde- 
pendence?” my husband asked. 

The host pointed to one of his guests, “He can tell you as he was a 
member of the delegation that arranged for the transfer of sovereignty 
when the Dutch were finally forced to leave Indonesia. 

The man he pointed to looked about thirty-five but must have been 

close to fifty. He said: 
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Indonesia: troubled paradise 


“During the Round Table Conference in the Hague, in 1949, we 
expected all of the territory known as the Netherlands Indies to be 
turned over to us. Of course this included Irian Barat. But much to our 
surprise, the Dutch delegation took the opposite pomt of view. At 
first we could not understand this, but later we were told that the 
Dutch representatives felt that they would never get Parhamentary 
approval of the transfer of power unless they could show that they 
had wrung some concessions from us which would retain for them a 
foothold in Asia, if only for mditary purposes. 

“We were bitterly opposed to giving up Irian Barat, and for a time 

it looked as though the Round Table Conference would be wrecked 

on this issue. But the representative from the United States urged us 

to compromise, by accepting the status quo with the understanding 

that within a year from the date of transfer of sovereignty, the question 

of the pohtical status of New Guinea would be determined through 

negotiations. And now, seven years have passed and Irian Barat is still 
under Dutch control,” 

“But not for much longer,” our host declared. “This is the crucial 
year. If the United Nations refuses to take up the issue, we will fmd 
other ways of dealing with the problem.” 

Days passed and rumours multiphed. It was said that an influential 

section of the American State Department beHeved that the United 

States, instead of abstaining on the West Iranian issue, should vote with 

Indonesia. But there were counter rumours contradicting this; saying 

that such a move on the part of the United States was impossible 

because of commitments to Holland, one of the strongest links in the 
NATO chain. 


Tension grew by leaps and bounds. In the middle of the month 
SOBSI (Sentral Organisasi Buruh Seluruh Indonesia), the most power- 
ful federation of trade unions in Indonesia, issued a statement: 

The Indonesian people still attach great confidence in the United 

Nations for achieving a solution to the West Irian question despite 
tne repeated disappointments. 

The struggle for regaining West Irian is a struggle for freeine the 


To defend its economic and poHtical position in Indonesia, the 

tch colomahsts have used West Irian as a basis for launching 
aggression against the Repubhc. ^ 

“Therefore, the struggle for regaining West Irian cannot be separated 
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from the Dutch economic domination in the territory of the Republic. 
In other words, the Dutch colonial circles can only retain their hold on 
West Irian by their economic power. 

“Therefore, it is obvious that the struggle for regaining West Irian 
cannot be separated from the struggle to ehminate Dutch economic 
domination in Indonesia.’’ 

It was not surprising that SOBSI had issued such a political call, 
because in every coimtry that has been under colonial domination, the 
main role of organized labour has been a poHtical rather than an 
economic one. The struggle to win independence took precedence 
over all other activities. 

The Indonesian trade union movement had its first tentative be- 
ginnings in the 1920s, as a result of the decline in the economy after 
World War I; the influence of the Russian Revolution and the sub- 
sequent formation of the hidonesian Communist Party (Partai Komu- 
nis Indonesia). These three events made it possible for the urban 
workers, in mining, transport and industry, to organize collectively 
and strike for better working conditions. The first major strike in 
Java was among the labourers who worked on the railroads. 

However, urban labour represented only a fraction of the working 
class. The majority were agricultural workers employed on the huge 
plantations developed by the Dutch. Those plantations producing 
sugar, rubber, tea, coffee, coconuts, indigo and quinine, hired thou- 
sands of workers under semi-industrial conditions. Thus, a leading 
planter of tobacco in the nineteenth century, George Bimie, had 
“25,000 peasants under contract”. 

On the island of Java, where there was a surplus of labour, most of 
the plantation workers were employed on a part-time basis, except 
die overseers, the foremen and the skilled labourers, all of whom were 
Dutch or Eurasians. The unskilled Indonesians worked on the plan- 
tations during the season and eked out a living on their own small 
holdings the rest of the year. 

On the island of Sumatra, where the largest plantations were con- 
centrated, particularly rubber and tobacco, the situation was quite 
different. There, the shortage of labour was so acute that the plantation 
owners had to devise ways and means of luring workers to Sumatra. 
Using agents who promised high wages and excellent working con- 
ditions, thousands of Javanese and Chinese were persuaded to come 
there. But the honeyed words proved to be snares to trap the innocent. 
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The plantations were slave camps. Once a 'worker signed a contract, 
a penal sanction was invoked, according to which the labourer violating 
his contract was Hable to punishment. A labourer running away from 
his plantation could be arrested by the police and, after undergoing a 
prison sentence, be forced to fulfil his contract to the end. The plan- 
tations were guarded day and night, and the overseers treated the men 
in the same cruel manner as the southern overseers treated the American 
Negro slaves before the Civil War. In fact, local Sumatran newspapers 
carried advertisements describing runaway labourers and offered 
rewards for their return. 

In the 1920S an effort was made to help the plantation workers. Near 
Deh, on the east coast of Sumatra where the largest tobacco plantations 
were located, a number of strikes took place and as a result conditions 
were improved. Then, in November of 1926, an insurrection broke 
out on the west coast of Sumatra, led by the Communist Party wliich 
was supported, not only by the plantation workers, but by the entire 
population including many religious Muslim teachers such as Hadji 
Bahauddin. Unemployment, the rising cost of hving and fear of losing 
the land, all combined to cause the insurrection. 

Because of the fall in the price of rubber and the general deteriorating 
economic situation, the Sumatrans, who owned small pieces of land, 
were finding it more and more difficult to pay taxes. Once in arrears, 
the Government confiscated the land and then sold it to private 
Dutch owned estates at a nominal price. The prospect of becoming like 
the landless Javanese was one they could not and would not face, for 
everyone in Sumatra knew what suffering this entailed. 

The native land of Java has fallen into the hands of the commercial 

companies,*’ a Sumatran writer declared, “owing to the fault of the 

Government. The native administration has acted as accessory in this. 

The people are reduced to imsery; they no longer have any gardens, 

rice-fields, or clearings and can only work as coohes on the plantations! 

There is nothing left for their children and grandchildren but to 

sign on as contract coolies, and for their wives but to become 
prostitutes.” 

The Sumatran uprising, coupled with the unrest in Java, was the 
most serious threat that the Dutch Government in Batavia had faced. 
T e Government acted quickly and decisively. Thousands of crack 

n was smashed. After 

this, the Communist Party was banned and more than a thousand 
people were exiled to Boven Digul, the infamous detention area in 
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New Guinea (Irian Barat). Despite this drastic move, the struggle con- 
tinued. The number of arrests increased. In 1933, a mutiny broke out 
on board the Dutch man-of-war, De Zeven Provincien. But gradually, 
the movement for economic and poHtical rights was stemmed, not 
only due to the repressive measures of the Government but also be- 
cause of the great depression of the 1930s. 

Thousands of Javanese, who had been working on the Sumatran 
plantations, were dismissed and sent back to Java empty handed. The 
Indonesian economy, dependent upon exports of raw materials, 
crumpled under the lack of a world market. A general deterioration in 
standards, which were already minimal, made it diflScult for the people 
to continue their struggle against the Dutch. 

Just as the economy began to improve in the early 1940s, the Japa- 
nese became masters of the islands. That their policy towards labour 
was cruel and dictated by their own interests is well known. Com- 
munists and trade union leaders had to work underground, and if 
caught, were killed. But at the same time, precisely because it coin- 
cided with their own needs, the Japanese encouraged the Indonesians 
to learn new trades and accept new responsibilities. Thus, though there 
had never been a skilled Indonesian worker on the railways during the 
entire Dutch regime, soon after the Japanese occupation, training 
classes started, and at the end of W^orld W^ar II Indonesian railwaymen 
were in charge of the entire system of rail transportation including 

administration. 

Commenting on the Japanese occupation, Foreign Minister Dr. 
Subandrio has said: “It was a time of misery and torment, but out of it 
came some positive benefits. The people gained admimstrative ex- 
perience; self-confidence and, perhaps, most important, political 
unity in the field of nationaHsm. The Dutch, for their own ends, had 
repressed the Nationalist Movement; the Japanese, for their own ends, 
encouraged it, at least by Up service. For their own purposes, they gave 

the people arms and encouraged mihtary formations. 

When the war ended and the Japanese capitulated, the Indonesi^s 

were far more experienced than they had been before. Because o t ^s, 
they were able to organize effectively in determination to resist t e 
return of the Dutch. In 1946, when armed conflict began, the Repub- 
lican Government, which had shifted its capital from Djakarta to Jogja- 
karta, urged all poHtical parties to participate in the struggle agamst the 
Dutch. The Commtinist Party was no longer banned. The Sentral 
OrganisasiBuruhSeluruh Indonesia (SOBSI) was formed, appealing to 
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workers on every island to support the new Government and to resist 
Dutch encroachment. At the same time, the Government passed legis- 
lation to improve the conditions of the working people. 

After the final defeat of the Dutch in 1950, SOBSI continued to 
spearhead the fight for labour’s rights, while at the same time main- 
taining its interest in political questions. 

Towards the end of October, the Government launched a “West 
Irian Week”. There were mass raUies and demonstrations urging the 
return of Irian Barat. We read in the newspaper that there would be a 
parade sponsored by SOBSI. That morning when I went shopping, the 
clerk said to me: 

“I am glad you came in early today, as we will be closed all after- 
noon.” 

“Why are you closing? Today is not a holiday.” 

“No, but we are closing because of the parade. We are afraid that 

there might be trouble. As for you, you had better plan to stay behind 
closed doors.” 

“Don’t be siUy. We are going to see the parade.” 

“Oh, you really must not go,” he said with genuine feeling. “It is not 
wise because you may be taken for Dutch.” 

“Even so, I am going.” 

I wish you luck, he said. AU of your other neighbours will be 
hiding under the bed.” 

That afternoon as we left to go to the parade, we decided not to take 
the car and to go by betjak. When we asked the betjak driver, who 
hved across the road, to take us, he said: “I am also going to the 
parade, so you can have a free ride.” 

It was about four o’clock, when we arrived near the starting point. 
There were thousands of spectators lining the pavement on both sides 
of the street. Everyone was chatting and laughing. The atmosphere 
was not tense nor was there any sign of trouble. Instead we felt as 
though we had wandered into a group of happy hohday makers. 

Many people spoke to us, asking where we were from and why we 
had decided to watch the parade. When we answered that we were 
mterested in seeing what would take place, several of them remarked: 

It is very good of you to come,” as though they were welcoming us 
to a social gathering. 

The spectators were neatly but poorly dressed. Among them I saw 
neighbours from the kampung with their children. There was nothing 



INDONESIA: TROUBLED PARADISE 


unusual about the audience. But when the parade began I was thunder- 
struck. What had I expected? Having seen trade union parades in 
many parts of the world, I thought the marchers woidd be in working 
clothes, carrying b ann ers, singing songs and shouting slogans. What 
we saw was a parade that might have been composed of civil servants, 
teachers or clerks. 

Every man taking part in the march wore an identical outfit, long 
white pants, a white shirt with long sleeves fastened 'with cufflinks, and 
a brightly coloured tie. And never had I seen such white clothes, the 
whiteness gleamed in the sunshine, so bright, so filled ■with sunhght, 
that any soap manufacturer would have been proud to claim these 
clothes had been washed -with his product. 

The men carried small placards demanding the return of West Irian. 
No one sang or shouted. There was no music. The spectators watched 
■without cheering. Only once was there applause, when a contingent 
of men belonging to West Irian marched past, and even then the 

applause was hesitant and deHcate. 

And then it was over. Two hours had passed, as group after group 
walked by. After all the warnings it seemed anri-clLmactic. I should 
have kno'wn that Indonesians are not given to emotional outbursts. 

W^ithout warning the monsoon began. As the cool water fell on the 
parched earth, every hving thing was revived. Flowers began to bloom, 
the grass became greener, vendors shouted their wares ■with joy, bring- 
ing in from the countryside fresh, glo'wing vegetables and fruits, peas, 
beans, carrots, pineapples, mangasteens and huge yellow bananas. 

jMeanwhile, all of Indonesia anticipated the decision of the Unite 
Nations. The debate on the West Irian question was to open in the 
middle of November, and it loomed so important that the Government 
decided to send Foreign Minister Subandno to present Indonesia s si e 

of the c^sc* 

Nineteen Asian-African countries in the United Nations had put for- 
ward a request to the Secretary-General, to include the West Irian 
problem on the agenda of the Plenary Session of the Twelfth Gener 
Assembly. Two days prior to the commencement of the West nan 
debate in the PoHtical Committee of the UN, over a hunted 
thousand people crammed Banteng Square in Djakarta to e^ 
President Sukarno declare: “Let us build our power and, if the Dutch 
in the UN will not meet our just demand, let us apply that po-wer. 

The debate in the PoHtical Committee was heated. The Netherlands 
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and AustraKa issued a joint statement, warning of the dangers inherent 
in Indonesia’s desire to have West New Guinea. On the opposite side 
of the fence, the Bohvian Representative to the UN, G. Q. Galdo, 
said he was unable to appreciate the benefits that colonial domination 
had bestowed on West Irian. 

“These people in our atomic age are still hving in a completely 
primitive society. Ambassador Galdo told the members of the 
Committee. “The sacred mission of the colonial powers have suffered 
a fiasco in that part of the world. Because of that failure, West Irian 
should be returned to Indonesia which can lead their compatriots to- 
wards overcoming their backwardness.” 

Indonesia s Foreign Minister declared: “No nation with any sense 
of self respect can continue to allow its reasonable request for negotia- 
tions to be ignored, mainly because the other party thinks it can afford 
to take such an attitude on the basis of its present superiority in physical 
strength. This is a very dangerous attitude to assume and might lead to 

unforeseen and undesirable — even explosive — events in the inter- 
national field.” 

On November 26th, the Resolution asking for negotiations between 

Indonesia and the Netherlands, and requesting the Secretary-General 

to use his good offices to facihtate such talks, was adopted in the 

Pohtical Committee of the UN with forty-nvo votes in favour, 

twenty-eight against, and eleven abstentions. Tliis favourable vote in 

the Pohtical Committee heartened the Indonesians, until it was pointed 

out that this meant that the resolution would probably not obtain the 

two-thirds majority required in the Plenary Session of the General 
Assembly. 

As the debate began in the Assembly, the Dutch businessmen in 

Djakarta became frantic, because in one of liis speeches Foreign 

Mimster Subandrio had pointed to the handwriting on the wall, when 
he said: 


How could outsiders, who cannot see with their own eyes the high 

Ideals of the Indonesian people, accept the seriousness of this dispute, 

the sincerity of our nation in the struggle for West Irian, if according 

to the Dutch Prime Minister himself, the wealth obtained annually 

by the Netherlands from Indonesia, is still approximately loo milhon 

gudders, and 50,000 Dutch citizens Uve in Indonesia in comfort.” 

1 his was the first official warning that if the United Nations refused 

n . j ^ issue there would be economic reprisals. A 

Dutch mdustnahst, who was a friend of ours, groaned; 




INDONESIA: TROUBLED PARADISE 


“We are preparing to throw away lOO million guilders a year, for 
an island from which we cannot make a penny. In fact, we will have 
to pour money into West New Guinea. How can we defend a policy 
that is leading us to ruin?” 

Attempting to explain the critical nature of the situation to the 
people in the Netherlands, a reporter in Djakarta, William L. Oltmans, 
arranged for a petition to be sent to the Dutch Parliament. This petition 
warned the legislators that serious repercussions were foreseen for 
the Dutch community in Indonesia, unless the Dutch Government 
agreed to negotiations. Four hundred members of the Dutch commu- 
nity, among them some eighteen Dutch professors at Indonesian 
Universities, signed the petition. But in vain. When the petition was 
pubhcized in Holland, Oltmans was labelled a traitor. 

Indonesians waited impatiently for the final vote; the nation was 
poised for action. On November 29th, 1957* the resolution of the 
Pohtical Committee was brought before the Plenary Session. The vote 
was forty-one in favour of the resolution; twenty-nine against, and 
eleven abstentions. It had not achieved the necessary two-thirds 
majority, although more than half of the total number of members 
had voted in favour. The delegate from the Phihppines was so angry 
at having been pressured by the United States to vote against the reso- 
lution that he resigned his position at the United Nations. 

After the vote was announced, Foreign Aliiuster Subandrio said to 

the members of the General Assembly: 

“Since the Assembly has failed to bring the two parties together, 
we have no other alternative but to take action outside the realm of the 
United Nations. We have duties towards the welfare and security of 
our people in Indonesia, and because an efibrt towards peace is shown 
impossible, we might have to take measures which will not improve 
our relations with the Dutch. 

“W^ithout any recommendation from the General Assembly, t e 
Indonesian Government, as a sovereign government, and being re- 
sponsible for the welfare of eighty-two milhons of people, with a pine 
heart will now continue to carry the heavy responsibility until the 
welfare of the whole of Indonesia, including West Irim, is secured. 

I hope this is clear to everyone in the General Assembly. 

The die was cast. There was no going back. Forei^ Mimster Su- 
bandrio returned home. At the Kamajoran International Airport in 
Djakarta, he was garlanded with flowers, while thousands of young 
people shouted: “Long live our determination to regain Irian Barat. 
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Chapter Seven 

B efore the government was able to analyse the defeat it suffered 
in the United Nations or to crystalhze plans for future activity 
m the West Irian campaign, an event occurred which over- 
shadowed everything else. It happened on one of those nights when our 
electrical supply had failed and we could not hsten to the radio. So, 
when we discussed going to Tretes, a lovely mountain resort about 
an hour’s drive from Surabaja, we had no idea of what had taken place 
on the fateful night of November 30th, 1957. 

It was not a pleasant morning, for clouds were gathering and rain 
was in the air. It looked as though the downpour might start before 
we left home. This was unusual, because the Indonesian monsoon is a 
gentle one and it rarely rains in the morning. But at the thought of 
spending even a few hours in Tretes, where we could swim in an 
open-air pool, surrounded by gigantic pipal trees and multi-coloured 
African daisies, we rejected the idea of spending Sunday at home. 

As we drove out of the city it began to drizzle. The streets were 
eserted. The bazaars were empty. Just as we left the town, we were 
stopped by the Malang train. Just then, we saw in front of us a long 
line of vehicles that had been held up by a group of heavily armed 
soldiers not traffic poHce but soldiers. They were signalling every car 
bus and truck to puU over to the side of the road. Then the passengers 
and drivers were forced to ahght, while the soldiers searched the vehicles 
and questioned the people. One of the soldiers curtly motioned us to 
stop ^d although he saw the United Nations certificate pasted on the 

p^dshield he msisted on seeing my husband’s driving hcence. Satis- 
icd that all was in order, he allowed us to go ahead. 

husUnd '' happening?” I asked my 

It is a man hunt.” 

tell from intuition and from the way the soldiers behaved 
a s surmse was correct. The soldiers were surely trying to find 
omeone who had committed a grave crime. But for whoT^hey were 

g re-enacted. We were stopped a number of times, and the 
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harshness with which we were questioned indicated the seriousness of 
the situation. Finally, being stopped by an officer who was less grim 
than the others, we asked him what had happened. He said: Last 
night in Djakarta, there was an attempted assassination of President 

Sukarno.” 

Then in an unemotional voice which made the story even more 
macabre, he told us that the evening before, the President had gone to 
visit the Tjikini Elementary School in down-town Djakarta, where a 
fete was taking place. The President had a warm spot in his heart for 
the Tjikini School because two of his children, Guntur and Megawati, 
had been pupils there. Arriving amidst the cheers of the children, he 
saw many of the displays and watched several of the games. 

At nine o^clock, surrounded by the happy and excited boys and 
the President was walking towards his car, when a rifle shot was beam 
in the distance. A few seconds later five hand grenades exploded 
Were it not for the President’s quick-witted bodyguards, he would 
have been killed, but they formed a cordon around him, protectmg 
him with their fives. Two of his escorts were killed instantly, 
Adjunct-Inspector Mohammed and Police Brigadier Achmad; while 
a third, the President’s personal Adjunct, Major Sudarto, was serious y 

injured. 

But the most terrible thing, the officer told us, was that so many 
children were killed. Nine had akeady died and hundreds were 
wounded. It was a miracle that the President had escaped injury for the 

grenades were lobbed at him from point-blank range. 

When we heard the story we turned back, wondering who coul 
have committed such a monstrous crime, involving the fives of inno- 
cent children. In a special bulletin, the Bintang Timur declared that this 
crime was inhuman because the would-be assassins knew that they 
were “hurling grenades at a festive place crowded with school- 

^^hen this newspaper asked a question which was to be reiterated by 
every other journal throughout Indonesia. “Why should just Bung 
Karno have been made the target?” And the answer given was one 
with which the populace was in general agreement. The newspaper 

editorialized: , ^ t?- 

“There cannot be another reason than this: Bung Kamo i 

leader of the revolutionary struggle of the Indonenan people. B^g 

Kamo is the main sponsor of the Pang a Sila and ahgns 

forces which know of no compromise. So the terror agamst Bung 
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Kamo was a political terror. A terror unleashed by groups who are 
against Sukarno.” 

Later, when the assassins were captured this analysis proved to be 
accurate. The men who had actually thrown the grenades were re- 
hgious fanatics who had been convinced that President Sukarno was 
intent upon destroying the greatness of Islam. They were members of 
the Darul Islam, a terrorist pohtical orgamzation that wants an Islamic 
state, governed by Mohammedan law, and docs not hesitate to kill 
people in order to further its programme. 

Even before the Repubhc of Indonesia was formed, Sukarno had 

rejected the idea of Indonesia becoming a Mushm state. In the Five 

Principles, the Panqa Sila, which he enunciated just before the final 

defeat of the Japanese, Sukarno outlined his ideas concerning rehgion 
and the state: 

“Not only should the people have behef in God,” he declared, “but 
every Indonesian should beheve in his owm particular God. The 
Clnistians should worship God according to the teachings of Jesus 
Christ; Mushms according to the teachings of the Prophet Moham- 
med; Buddhists should discharge their rehgious rites according to 
their own books. 

But let us all have a behef in God. The Indonesian state shall be a 
state where every person can worship God in freedom. Let us observe, 
let us practise rehgion, whether Islam or Christianity, in a civilized 
way, the way of mutual respect.” 

It was this fifth principle in the Pantja Sila that won for Sukarno the 
undying enmity of the reactionary Mushms, including those who be- 
longed to the Masjumi Party. This Party had been organized during 
the Japanese occupation. Its programme was sectarian and feudal and 
appealed to the businessmen in the towns, and the well-to-do peasants 
in t e ^ural areas, who are called Hadjis, because many of them have 
ainassed enough money to make the pilgrimage (hadj) to Mecca. 

en the Masjumi came to power in 1947, after having defeated a 
e t wmg coahtion, it began an all-out offensive against the pro- 
grcssive forces as well as the communists. The tragedy that re- 
su te rom tins pohey was the Madiun Affair in 1948, in which many 
ndonesian soldiers, communist and non-communist were killed, pre- 
cisely at the time when the Dutch were launching a major offensive 
against the Republican Government. Moreover, it was during this 
p no that the Darul Islam came into being and gained a foothold in 
J , givmg credence to the rumour that the Masjumi was secretly 



INDONESIA: TROUBLED PARADISE 


supporting the Darul Islam and weakening national unity in order to 
make it easier for the Dutch to force the Repubhcan Government into 
accepting a treaty which would give them economic hegemony over 
the Archipelago. 

Within the Masjumi Party, there was such feeling against the policy 
being pursued by the leadership, that a breach developed between the 
moderate and reactionary elements. In 1952, the moderates formed 
another party, the Nahdatul Ulama (NU) composed of religious men 
and women friendly to Sukarno. Our cook, Sumiyati, was a member 
of the NU. 

Throughout the years the Darul Islam shrank in importance but 
continued its terrorist activities in West Java. Because of the Darul 
Islam, traffic between Djakarta and Bandung is restricted to daylight 
hours. Anyone caught in the moimtains after sunset, risks his hfe, for 
the bandits belonging to this organization swoop down upon the un- 
suspecting traveller, and not only take all of his possessions, but leave 
his dead body on the road as a warning to others. 

One of our friends, working for the WHO, in Djakarta, went 
through an uncomfortable few hours when his lumbering station 
wagon developed a flat tyre in the hills. He, his wife and an Indonesian 
botanist were returning from Bandung when this happened. They 
had no spare, so the botanist volunteered to go to a nearby village 

where he would try to buy a new tyre. 

While the doctor and his wife were waiting, a car drove by with 
some acquaintances who ofiered to take our friend’s wife to Djakarta 
with them. This ofler was gratefully accepted and she went off, leaving 

her husband with the stranded car. The sun was just beginning to set 

and a chill mountain wind was blowing. He waited uneasily 
than an hour the botanist returned with a brand new tyre whi^ he 
had been able to borrow. As tyres are so valuable and difficult to obtam 
in Indonesia, the owner of the shop would not sell the tyre, but was 

willing to lend it. . 

After jacking up the car and changing the tyre, they were ready to 

leave. When they got into the car they breathed a sigh of rehet, but 

then they discovered that in all the excitement, the doctor s wife had 

taken the ignition key. What could they do? Again the Indonesian 

botanist agreed to go back to the village and get a mechamc to come 

and short-circuit the motor so that it would start without the key. 

Night had fallen. Our friend was alone once again. Suddenly a man 

appeared and flashed a light. 
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Who are you?** he asked in Indonesian. 

“I am a doctor with the World Health Organization of the United 
Nations. And who are you?** 

I am a member of the village mihtia. There is going to be fighting 

here tonight. As soon as you see a searchlight to the north, you will 

^ow a battle has begun between the Darul Islam and Government 
forces.** 

“Well, I am not worried now,” the doctor said, “because you will 

be here to protect me, and I am glad to see that you are armed.” 

“When that searchhght goes on,” the guard repHed, “I am leaving 

tor the nearest village where I can find shelter. I have no intention of 
being killed on this road.” 

How about me?” the doctor asked. 

“You will be all right. After all, you belong to the United Nations, 
so even the Darul Islam would not hurt you,” he said laughing. 

• I 'waited in silence. As the moon rose slowly, hardly 

^11 the men kept their eyes on the northern 

lulls. Withm the hour a huge searchhght flashed the message. Seeing 
It the guard said: Selamat djalan,” and departed. 

The doctor could hear shots being fired in the distance. After what 
seemed like a Ufeume his Indonesian friend reappeared, bringing a re- 

rSni k”' a. possible, 

hankfillly, the two men resumed their journey to Djakarta. 

Naturally, the Tjikini incident was linked to the West Irian crisis, 
e nationahst daily, Suluh Indonesia, like many other newspapers 

on We'sU^ 'he voting 

Tstm uve T 'hat th! 

« leas on/ R^P'^hhe of Indonesia, or 

at least undermme the struggle of the Indonesian people. The Tiildni 

coitlv- ^ 

acS/'^Wkhout community” was galvanized into 

-d a tatT-ovroc?" . -hen just 

T 1 occurred at the Transaera Hotel. 

hotel; ^ '° 'he 

usual well dressed and wearing the classic Indonesian pitji. He 
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asked tie waiters, the bearers, the cooks, the cleaners and the clerical 
stajBT to come outside. They all went out and sat on the grassy plot near 
the front entrance. Then he began speaking quietly without any ora- 
torical flourishes. 

First, he outlined the ^^^est Irian problem po intin g out that the island 
was well known to all nationaHst leaders because so many of them had 
been exiled there. He revealed that in 1927, he had been sent to Boven 
Digul, so he knew the island through personal experience. 

“It is absolutely ridiculous,” he declared, “to try to prove that the 
inhabitants of West Irian are so diflferent that they cannot be considered 
part of the Indonesian nation. If racial measurements were applied 
to the existing nations of the world, America would have to return 
the control of its country to the Indians. The Soviet Union would be a 
kaleidoscopic pattern of racial fragments. In Britain there would be 
the Welsh, Cornish and Scottish nations, all separate and all engaged in 
quarrels over the ‘national’ boundaries. And Holland would have 

three distinct nations within her borders.” 

After this, he discussed Indonesia’s defeat in the United Natiom and 
the economic control that the Dutch still had over the country. T 
control must be broken and we will do it by forcing the Government to 
nationahze every Dutch concern throughout the length and brea(^ of 
our land.” He then came to the most difficult part of his speech be- 
cause he had to convince the workers that if they took over the hote 
they would not lose their jobs or any social security benefits. The older 
ones were frankly sceptical and asked many questions, but the young 
workers were enthusiastic. FinaUy, when every single person was in 
agreement, they rose and walked back into the hotel. 'They as ^ 
of the bearers to knock on the door of the manager’s office. When 
the manager appeared, they told him they were taking over e 

^°The manager who was Dutch, smiled, agreed, and then shook hands 
with each member of the staff. When this was over, the workers went 
out again, and lowering the KLM pennant which had been Auttemg 
in the breeze, they raised the red and white flag of Indonesia. The 
Transaera Hotel had become the Hotel Garuda, but not or ong. 
Several months later when we returned to Djakaru we foun a 
name had been changed back to Transaera as there were too many 

Garuda Hotels in the city. , , 

Similar take-overs, but on a far greater scale, were occurnng ' 

out Indonesia. More than 336,000 workers on Dutch-owned esta 
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Staged a one-day strike and then began demanding that the estates be 
turned over to them. Many were, for the estate managers feared re- 
prisals. But the most dramatic take-over was that of the ships belong- 
ing to the Royal Dutch Packet Shipping Lines, known throughout 

the world as KPM. One of the employees of the KPM, and a leader of 
the union, told newspaper reporters: 

“After we proclaimed the KPM taken over by us, the workers, 
reports appeared in the newspapers that Dutch captains of KPM ships 
had received a cable from the KPM head office in the Netherlands to 
take their ships to the nearest foreign harbours. Upon reading these, 
we drew up a note containing the information and we took the notes to 
the ousted Dutch managers for their signatures. They signed. Thus, we 
had proof that the reports in the newspapers were true. 

This written confirmation of the Dutch managers was then sent 
by us to the Indonesian Army Chief-of-Staff, Major-General Harris 
Nasution. One day later, on January 5th, 1958, General Nasution de- 
creed that all ships lying at anchor in Indonesian harbours were for- 
bidden to leave. 

In the meantime, we heard of KPM ships escaping to Singapore and 
elsewhere, so we sent word to our Indonesian mates on all KPM ships 
at sea especially those heading for Singapore, to have their ships re- 
turned to Indonesian harbours at any cost. Some of these KPM ships 
did not return to Indonesia until they were actually in sight of Singa- 
pore, and then they did so at the risk of the hves of our Indonesian 

inates, who were later decorated by die Indonesian Government for 
their courageous conduct.” 

At the same time, the Government forbade aU planes belonging to 
the Royal Dutch Airlines from landing on or flying over Indonesian 
territory. This was a severe blow, because the KLM had enjoyed a 
virtual monopoly over international flights to Indonesia. No sooner 
was this announcement made than the vacuum created was filled by 
Air India, Quantas, TAI, SAS and BOAC. Although the take-over of 

utch enterprises was bemoaned in the European press, sympathy was 


tract "on- 

with the KLM; dismissed two hundred and eighty Dutch tech- 

“et Tu independence. TNs airhne had 

2 th iL 0 the in^Portance, for on December 

28th, 1949, the day after the transfer of sovereignty by the Dutch to 
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the Republic of Indonesia, two DC-3 aircraft took off from the Kema- 
joran airfield in Djakarta to fly to Jogjakarta, which had been the seat 
of the Republic during the revolution. Coinciding with the inter- 
national recognition of the new nation, the birth of an Indonesian air- 
line became a fact. 

GIA’s first passenger was President Sukarno, who had given the air- 
hne its romantic name, for Garuda is the powerful, celestial bird of 
Hindu mythology which has the wings of an eagle, the arms of a man, 
the legs of a vulture and the speed of a jet propelled plane. And indeed, 
a bird as strong and swift as the Garuda is needed in Indonesia where 
the distance from Sabang in the west to Merauke in the east is com- 
parable to the mileage from London to Montreal. 

In Surabaja, as elsewhere in the country, the vice was tightening 
around the Dutch. Every Dutch-owned factory in the city was now 
controlled by tlie trade unions or the Government. Clamour for com- 
plete nationalization of Dutch enterprises became louder every day. 
The Government prohibited the pubHcation of newspapers and perio- 
dicals in Dutch, which was a boon for us because the Dutch newspaper 
in Surabaja immediately changed to EngUsh. Telephone operators 
were asked to terminate the call if the people were conversmg m 
Dutch. At the Fakultas Kedokteran, as well as all other academic insti- 
tutions, lectures had to be given either in Enghsh or Bahasa Indonesia, 
as Dutch was forbidden. This proved difficult for many of the older 
professors who did not know Enghsh and were not fluent in In o 

nesian as their own mother tongue was Javanese. 

Government instructions and regulations kept arriving rom 
Djakarta with the suddenness of a streak of hghtning and the ferocity 
of a thunder clap. However, the people remained calm and not a smgle 
Dutch person was harmed. But at the height of the West Irian cam- 
paign most Europeans in Surabaja hesitated to go out at night, except 
to the Simpang Club which has always been a haven for foreigners. 

During the colonial days it was the most exclusive club in East 
Java, and except for a handful of the Javanese nobihty an a e 
wealthy Chinese, people of colour were not permitted to enter the 
premises except as servants. During the Japanese occupation, the cluD 
was used as the headquarters of their dreaded secret poHce, and many 

nationahst leaders were executed in the courtyard. 

Now, aU had changed. Although still a private Dutch club, anyone 

with money and social position, regardless of race, could become a 
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member. Even so most of our Indonesian friends were not members, 
nor did we join. However, we belonged to a film society that met on 
the premises. One evening, not long before Christmas we went there 
expecting to see a new film, but when we drove into the compound 
there were no other cars. As it was still early, we assumed that the 
others would be coming. A half an hour passed and no one showed up. 
Then, like an apparition, an elderly lady, dressed in black, who seemed 
to^^ve evolved from space, came over to us and whispered: 

You had better go home. There will be no film tonight.’* Her voice 
was trembling. 

“Why?” 

Because over there,” and she pointed in the direction of the main 
club building, ‘‘they are making the revolution. And it is dangerous 
for people like you to be here.” 

“Making the revolution?” 

Yes, that is what they are doing. Listen. You can hear them.” 

We Ustened, but all we could hear was the faint sound of a piano. 

Please do go home,*’ she entreated us, and then hobbled away, 
disappearing as mysteriously as she had come. 

For a moment we could not decide what to do, but then my hus- 
band made up his mind: “In our eventful hves,” he said to me, “we 
have seen many things, but we have never seen a revolution being 
made. And, if we don’t see it this time, perhaps, we will never be given 
another opportumty. So, let us go over to the Club-house.” 

We walked across the compound, and for the first time entered the 
reception room of the Simpang Club. About a hundred and fifty 
neatly dressed boys and girls were jammed in the room, all talking and 
laughing. Some were drinking orange crush and a few were gathered 
near the piano where a waiter was playing a romantic Indonesian 

V I^ver Solo . There were several chess games in progress, 
with bystanders heatedly discussing each move. 

Our appearance caused an abrupt halt to most of the activities and 

soon we were surrounded by a group who wanted to know who we 

were and where we were from. When they learned we were Ameri- 

cans one of the older boys said, “I have been to San Franciso as I 

worked for the KPM. I was a steward. I loved the city. It is one of the 
most beautiful in the world.” 

They talked to us eagerly and when we asked them if they were 
makmg the^ revolution, they laughed: “No, we are not making the 
evo ution, one of them said to us, “but we are taking over the Club, 
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From tomorrow on it will no longer be the Simpang Club but the 
Balai Pemuda, a centre for youth activities/’ 

Although the elderly lady had not judged the situation at the Club 
with any accuracy, in one way her dire prediction proved to be 
correct, for soon after this incident, the Government issued a revolu- 
tionary decree which basically changed Indonesian life and economy. 
This decree declared that all Dutch financial interests were to betaken 
over by the Indonesian Government until such time when the Dutch 
would be willing and prepared to transfer sovereignty over West 
Irian to Indonesia. And further, that until this happened, all Dutch 
citizens Hving in Indonesia had to return to the Netherlands. 
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chapter Eight 

A ND NOW a Strange exodus began, for although the Government 
LX had decreed that all Dutch citizens living in Indonesia had to 
-Z. A^retum to the Netherlands, the men and women, whom we 
saw in Surabaja, waiting for ships that would take them to Holland 
did not look hke Dutch people. Almost without exception one would 
have assumed they were Indonesians. Perhaps because I was a stranger 
among them, neither Dutch nor Indonesian, and because they were 
lonely and frightened, some of them told me their stories. And as I 
listened, I wondered if there were ever an age when people were so 
buffeted by poUtical events. 

“I am going home this week,” one of them told me, and in her voice 
I detected a note of pride, as though she had said something that had a 
special meaning that I should grasp. 

“And where is your home?” I inquired, naively, failing to realize 
that this was the very question I was not supposed to ask. 

“Home is Holland, of course. I am a Dutch citizen and I am leaving 

this country because the Government has decreed that all of us must go. 

My children and I are staying next door until we get the ship that will 
take us to Holland.” 

For several days I had noticed a middle-aged woman and her two 
children staying with our neighbour, the Dutch doctor. She was a 
typical country woman, in the Western sense of the word; not a 
villager, for in Indonesia the village women are noted for their grace. 
She was not graceful at all, but clumsy and awkward with large hands and 
feet, and the dress she wore only served to emphasize her heavy frame. 

But what was most surprising was her face, which did not seem to 

belong to her body. It was small, oval shaped and dehcate. Her 

features were well formed and her eyes were Indonesian eyes, deep 

brown, hidden under lashes as thick as velvet. She wore her long hair 
m Javanese style. 

will your husband also go to Holland?” I asked. 

No, she repHed. “He left me years ago and I obtained a divorce on 
grounds of desertion. He was a curious man, hard-working, good- 
natured, but with one serious flaw.** 
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‘‘And what was that?” 

He always sided with the Indonesians against his own people, the 
Dutch. I should explain that he wasn’t pure Dutch, but like me, he 
belonged to the Eurasian community. His father was Dutch, and his 
mother Indonesian. And it was her influence that ruined him. Just 
because her own marriage was a failure, she came to hate all Dutch 
people, and instilled in her son that same feeling. He was so outspoken 
against the Dutch Government that he was almost jailed, and he could 
never get a job because everybody knew how he felt. Finally, in 1946, 
he volunteered to fight with the Indonesians for what he was pleased 
to call ‘the freedom of his country’. Imagine, ‘his country’ and not only 
that, but a Christian fighting with infidels. So I told him I couldn’t 
understand his wanting the riff^rafiT to run this place and turn it into a 
pig-sty. And then he declared I was nothing but a Belanda Hitam, a 
black Dutch. So I said, if that is the way you feel, then you can go and 
don’t bother to come back. Off he went, and I never saw him again.” 

‘‘But I do not understand how you were able to remain a Dutch 
citizen while Hving in Indonesia.” 

‘‘After the revolution, Eurasians only became citizens of Indonesia 
if we asked for such citizenship, and very few asked, because we knew 
that as long as we remained Dutch citizens we could get financial aid 
from the Netherlands Government. Furthermore, we were given 
preference by Dutch firms having branches in Indonesia, and if we 
wanted we could go to Holland. But if we became Indonesian citizens, 
we were forced to throw ourselves on the mercy of the new Govern- 
ment, and I can assure you, the Government was not inclined to be 
merciful to us. Now I am so thankful for my Dutch citizenship, I 
just can’t wait to go.” 

“Have you ever been to Holland?” I asked. 

“No, I have never been out of East Java, but when I went to school 
we had to learn the name of every river and city in Holland. Why all 
of us know more about Holland than we ever knew about this 


country.” 

Just then, one of her children called, and as she turned to leave she 
added, as an afterthought: “I hope you don’t have to stay here too 
long, this place is going from bad to worse.” 

Later when I went to try on a dress that was being made for me at the 
Java Modemagazyn, a shop that must have been elegant during the 
old days, one of the elderly sales ladies, whom I liked very much, took 
me by the hand and said: 
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Very soon I will be bidding you good-bye, for I am going 
home.’’ 

This time I did not react as stupidly as I had before. I did not inquire 
what she meant by going home”. But as I watched her move slowly 
across the shop to call the dressmaker, I felt a tremendous sense of pity. 
When she returned, I asked: “Are you pleased to be going?” 

No, she answered. I am afraid, ^^hat will I do there? I am nearing 
sixty-five and my husband is seventy. And here we have a nice life. 
We own a small house; we have three servants who have been working 
for us almost eighteen years, and we have friends. There, we will be 
all alone. And no one will hire me, I am too old, and too dark, which 
means we will have to exist on my husband’s pension, and that will not 
stretch very far in a country like Holland where food and rent are 

expensive.” 

Then why do you go? the question was wrung from me against 
my will. 

Because I am Dutch. I am proud of being Dutch. I don’t want to 
be taken for an Indonesian. I don’t like the people who are running this 
country. I have no respect for any of them.” 

Then abrupdy changing the subject, she asked: “Have you ever 
been in Holland?” 

“Yes, once, for a short time.” 

“What is it like?” 

This was a difficult question for me to answer. I had visited Holland 

just as the winter was beginning. It was cold and damp and grey. As 

we travelled across the country, we did not see the sun. The people, 

strong and square and hardy, were dressed in heavy woollen clothes. 

Just as there was no sun, there was no colour. Near the coast, the fog 

horns sounded incessantly, adding to the sadness and melancholy of 

the scene. But I didn’t say this, because it would have been too unkind, 
oo I muttered instead: 


“It is a very fine country and the people are industrious,” and then 

1 stopped because it sounded foolish and inappropriate. She smiled, as 

1 s e a understood the hidden meaning of my words, and then she 
said quite simply: 

“You believe I should stay here, don’t you.” 

I only beheve that the transition wiU not be easy.” 

You are quite right. It will not be easy.” 

We said good-bye and I returned home to find that the gas stove 
was out of order. I phoned the company and in a Httle while a young 
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chap with light hair and a magnificent Van Dyke beard appeared on 
the scene. He had been to our home several times before but I had 
never had the opportunity of conversing with him. Now he said to me: 

I am really going to fix the stove this time, once and for all, because 
I won’t be able to come again.” 

“Please don’t tell me you are also going home.” 

“If you mean by going home, going to Holland, then the answer is 
no. I am a citizen of Austria, and I shall fly to Vienna. Thank heavens 
my father was Austrian. Had he been Dutch I would have had to go to 
Holland, and what would I find there?’ ’ 

“What would you find there?” I asked, repeating his question. 

“Trouble, nothing but trouble. Already over a hundred thousand 
Eurasians have gone to the Netherlands and they are treated like 
second-class citizens. Many of them have spent years in camps erected 
for the Indo-Europeans. They call us ‘Uppers’, but they mean 
lepers.” 

“And how will you fare in Austria?” I asked him. 

“Why there I will be a rare bird and with my plumage I should be 
the cock-of-the-walk.” 

“But aren’t you sorry to leave Indonesia, with its beauty and its 
sunshine. Look,” and I pointed a few feet away, “will you be able to 
have a banana tree in your own back yard when you are in Vienna? 

“I don’t want a banana tree,” he said laughing. “And I don’t want 
to live in a little house like this next to a kampung. And I am not sorry 
to leave because this country is finished. They can’t throw everybody 
out and expect to get along. They don’t have enough technicians to 
keep the place running. So this is the time to go.” 

Everywhere we went we heard the same story, going home, time to 
leave, and mixed with this the constant display of fear occasioned by 
the knowledge that skin pigmentation would play a decisive role. 

At the Cricket and Lawn Tennis Club I overheard one man say to 
another: “If you think fiom now until doomsday, you will never guess 
where I am going.’' The speaker, a slender man who looked as though 
he might be an Italian, was addressing a stocky individual with an m- 
telhgent face and a dark complexion. 

“Where are you going?” the short man inquired. 

“I am going to Australia. Right into the heart of the pure white 
kingdom. I will be the instrument of their contamination, but for- 
tunately for me they were unable to detect the facts from my photo- 
graph. I looked a little da rk for a Dutchman but not dark enough to 
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give them the chills. So one -week from today I will be in Melbourne, 
which only proves that my Hght complexion is more useful than your 
degree in engineering.” 

Another aspect of this complex problem was revealed to me a few 
days later at a luncheon party I attended. Seated next to me was a 


pretty blonde Dutch woman to whom I said: “You must be 
to go home soon.” 



She laughed. “I am at home, I belong here. My husband is Indo- 
nesian and I have accepted his country as my own,” 

I must have looked rather bewildered, for she added: “I know— it is 


just hke being AUce-in-Wonderland — aU the women you have met 
whom you tliought to be Indonesian, are returning to Holland. And 
now that you are with a Dutch woman, you find she is staying here.” 
“Is this your own decision?” 


“Of course. I have been Hving in Surabaja for more than twenty 
years. I met my husband wliile he was studying in Holland. I was also 
a student. We fell in love and decided to get married. But before he 
returned to Indonesia, he said to me: Although I love you very much 
and I want you to marry me, I think you should come to Indonesia for 
several months and stay with my parents. Then you will be able to tell 
whether you will be happy, for you will have to make many adjust- 
ments. Here in Holland I am a good-looking young student whom any 
girl might like to know. But there, I am a native, a man of colour, 
with whom no respectable Dutch girl would be seen in pubhe.* 

I agreed to come to Surabaja and stay with his parents. Once here, 
It did not take me long to reahze that when I married him I would 
enter a different world. Alone, I could do anything, go anywhere. 
When I was with him, there were restaurants that were closed to us, 
swimming pools that were closed to us and hotels that were closed to 
us. But it made no difference to me. I married him, and I have never 
for one moment, regretted marrying an Indonesian.” 

“And have you children?” 

“Of course. I am a typical Indonesian mother. I have five children.” 

And are they happy here?” 

Certainly they are happy. They have some problems now. I had 
to take my youngest girl out of school because the children were calling 
her names, even though the teacher explained that her father was im- 
prisoned by the Dutch for his activities at the time of the revolution. 
But the children are influenced by what they hear at home and during 
this campaign some ugly feelings have come to the surface.” 
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“It is not easy,” I said, and then remembered that I had used these 
very words before. 

“No, but all of us have problems. And I think the most important 
factor in the Hves of my children is that they do not have an inferiority 
complex about being Eurasian.” 

“That is because they have an intelUgent mother.” 

“Not at aU,” she repUed smiling. “And neither is it because they 
have an intelUgent father. The answer is much simpler. It is because 
their father is Indonesian and their mother, Dutch. In such inter- 
marriages the children have few conflicts. But where the father is 
European and the mother Indonesian it is a difierent matter because 
if the father is not sympathetic to the Indonesian point of view his 
children wiU want to be like him. They will be ashamed of their 
mother and of her cultural background. Everything European be- 
comes wonderful in their eyes, and everything Asian, ugly. These are 
the Eurasians who have been searching for a key which would open 
the door to the white world, a world which seemed to them to be 
concocted of happiness, wealth and security.” 


Dutchmen who came to Indonesia with the Dutch East India Com- 
pany in the seventeenth century were pioneers, buccaneers and adven- 
turers. They were not bound by the pious dictates of Calvinism. They 
were not, like their counterparts at home in Holland, sober and patient 
men, and such as beUeve that labour and industry is their duty towards 
God. They were gay, and free, and used to taking their pleasures at 
will, and nothing proved more pleasurable than being with Indonesian 
women. 

As the years passed many such haisons occurred, and marriages be- 
tween high-placed Dutch men and Indonesian women became quite 
commonplace. If the man was influential, he could introduce his wife 
into his own social circle without fear of her being snubbed. In an 
Enghsh colony such behaviour would have been unthinkable. An 
Enghsh gendeman might take to his bed a “native” girl, but he would 
never bring her into the drawing-room. That is why Elhot Minto, the 
Governor-General of India, was shocked when he attended a state ball 
in Djakarta and saw many Indonesian women present at the gala 
affair. He was so upset by this experience that he wrote: 

“There never is a dozen of women assembled in Europe without a 
few attractions among them. Here there was no difierence, except for 
some varieties of ugliness and ordinariness of dress and manners. The 
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young ladies have leamt the European fashions of dress, still their 
rarnage and manners are something like our own of an ordinary class. 
Their education is wholly neglected; or rather no means exist to pro- 

U L I’y numerous slaves 

by whom they are tramed in helplessness and laziness; and from such 

coinpamons and governesses you may conceive how much accom- 

refinement m manners or opinions they are likely to 

This society identified itself with Dutch aspirations; and was ob- 
hvious to the suffermgs of the ordinary Indonesian people. But there 
ere exceptions, and the most famous was a novelist of great ability a 
Eurasian, E. Douwes Dekker, who wrote in Dutch under the fad’o- 

fiiTb^rdT^ Multatuln Dekker’s book Max Havelaar (i860) described 

^ HoZd This novel shook the inteUectLls 

of HoUand m the same way Harriet Beecher Stowe’s Uncle Tom's 

Sa! D^kt in the United States. So powerful 

vaded m Indonesia, was aboHshed by the Dutch parliament. ^ 
ut Mul tatuh was only one person, and most of his compatriots were 
occupied with soaal functions and hunting. It was not und the begin- 
^g of the twentieth century that Dutch women started coming to^the 

“iwSfdS j 1 ° 1 

n,!,A 11 "omen became mote clandestine 

otch.oHicials no longer mattied them, but kept them as concubines 

on^ d, f f ““*■ oMdtm theit fate depoided 

do » “The^hf 'h'.d'’' •>'0- i“dd 

■tecoS' s' S"” Somedmes ptofessional 

At the n 7 “"S" "elcome in the dtawinn-room 

ptecarir Tfc'int EutS' 

By newl, .;tivin“ dfSc Earn 

»n,et setylp observed drat, "A Dutch man, S “odd nm'et'S" 
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job as a car washer in Holland, was able to obtain such a good position 
in the Indies that he soon owned a car, and then snubbing everyone 
else, declared himself to be another General Daendels/’ 

The Eurasians were also confronted with the rise of educated Indo- 
nesians who were demanding government jobs, and whose demands 
were backed by the growing power of the nationahst movement. 
Confident of the loyalty of the Indo-Europeans, the Government was 
more interested in placating the intellectuals. So positions formerly 
held by Eurasians were given to Indonesians. 

Caught in this vice, many Eurasians had to accept a standard of living 
that did not differ from that of a trained Indonesian. Yet, no matter 
how difficult the struggle, they resisted submerging their interests with 
those of their Indonesian colleagues. They were proud of their Dutch 
ancestry. They valued their European status. This proved to be their 
downfall, for when the Japanese occupied the Archipelago, the Indo- 
Europeans were singled out for particularly brutal treatment. 

The occupation authorities immediately announced certain classi- 
fications for this community. If the father were Dutch it did not 
matter whether the mother was Indonesian or Eurasian, as this group 
was considered Dutch and placed in concentration camps. But if the 
father were Eurasian or Indonesian, regardless of whether the mother 
was European, Eurasian or Indonesian, those who renounced their 

European status, were considered as Indonesians. 

The Japanese were especially cruel to the Eurasian women. One or 
my Eurasian friends told me that when the Japanese came she w^ 
already the mother of four children, but because she was young 
pretty, she was imprisoned by the Japanese secret police along with her 
twelve-year-old daughter. She was badly handled but her o^y real 
fear was that the girl would also be mistreated. Fortunately, because 
her daughter looked small for her age, the Japanese did not molest her. 
When my friend told me the story, she said: “I cannot bear even to 
think of what happened. I try to pretend it was just a nightmare and 
that I awoke in time; or that it was a scene from a film that I was 
watching. But the reaUty remains and I carry a scar that wiU never 

heal.” 

After the surrender of the Japanese and the realization of inde- 
pendence, the Eurasians were forced to make another deasion A 
handful of courageous men declared: “Our destiny Hes with the Ind^ 
nesians.” Among them was the grand-nephew of the writer Multatuh, 
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who bore the same name as his uncle, E. F. E. Douwes Dekker. As 

Mrly as 1912, Dekker organized a pohtical party, the Nationale 

Inische Partij (National Indies Party), composed of Indo-Europeans, 

which advocated trying to breach the gap between the Eurasians and 

the Indonesi^s. The Party had as its motto, “The Indies for those who 

make Aeir home there.” But within a year the Indische Party was 

aimed and Dekker, instead of being exiled, was allowed to go to 
Holland. ° 

When Indonesia achieved sovereignty, Dekker abandoned Chris- 
tiamty; became a Muslim; joined the Masjumi Party; took an Indo- 
nesian name, Setiabudhi, meaning the “loyal one”, and advised the 
Eurasian commumty: “Think Indonesian; become Indonesian; act 
Indonesian. But this advice was not heeded. Less than ten per cent 
ot the Indo-Europeans opted for Indonesian citizenship. Most of them 
prelerred either to migrate to the Netherlands or to remain as Dutch 
auzens in Indonesia, where they Uved in splendid isolation untU the 
West Irian campaign disrupted their Hves once again. 

Because of the Govermnent decree ordering Dutch citizens to leave 
nearly 40,000 prepared to return to Holland. Dutch technicians and 
speaahsts were told to go. The pressure against them was so great that 

to Holland She represented that rare type of colonial servant who has 
o persoMl ambition. Her hfe was dedicated to her work. She was the 
only professor at the Fakultas Kedokteran who did not engage in 
private practice and she never enriched herself at the expense of the 
Indonesian community. But even so, her contract was not renewed. 

campaign had tremendous repercussions. After 

anf^l'T P— Dutch econoiS 

But L iT ^wept away. 

of whof ^otne of its people at home, aU 

whom felt their mterests threatened. They were not prepared to 

ar.™* “ ""V ‘“S' for „=x, 
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chapter Nine 

T here was hardly xime to breathe; hardly tiine for the wind to 
caress the bamboo trees or for the country women to cut the 
ripened paddy, before the next climax shook the country like an 
eruption of a volcanic mountain. Early in February of 1958, a group of 
army officers, stationed in Padang, the capital of Central Sumatra, 
annoimced their intention to revolt unless the Government in 
Djakarta acceded to their demands. These were: the resignation of 
Prime Minister Djuanda and his entire cabinet; and the replacement 
of Djuanda by Mohammad Hatta, who was to be aided by the Sultan 
of Jogjakarta, Hamengku Buwono DC, famed for his heroism during 

the 1946-8 struggle against the Dutch, 

The demands put forth by the rebels constituted bargaining points. 
What they really wanted was to engage in the time-honoured Suma- 
tran practice of the “musjawarat”, in which opposing forces come to- 
gether and discuss the issues involved until everyone is imanimously 
agreed as to what procedure should be followed. Although President 
Sukarno is a great beUever in the efficacy of this type of arbitration 
because it rules out the possibiUty of a majority dictating to an unwih- 
ing minority, this time he was adamant in his refusal to deal with the 

rebels and warned them to capitulate. 

Once the rebels realized that there was no possibiUty of bargaining, 
a Lieutenant-Colonel by the name of Ahmad Hussein proclaimed a 
revolutionary government with full sovereignty over all of Indonesia. 
He also announced the formation of a new state, designating Sjafruddin 
Prawiranegara, as the Premier. Sjafruddin, who only ten years before 
had been the first Minister of Finance in the Republican Government, 
declared over the rebel radio station, located somewhere in Centr 
Sumatra: “We are compelled to raise the banner of challenge against 
our own head of State. W^e have talked and talked. Now we must act. 

What did all of this mean? What would happen to Indonesia. 
Whom did the rebels reaUy represent? These were the questions we 
flung at one of our friends in Surabaja, a high-ranking mflitary officer 
who had served with the Indonesian Army since its inception. Nee e^ 
to say. he was far calmer than we were. At first, he just laughed and 
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then with the nonchalance that seems to mark Indonesian behaviour 
m toe of stress, he repUed : oenaviour 

tral' involved; 

trade, pohacs international nvalries and personal ambitions The 

monves be^d the rebeUion are difficult to unravel because they are 

related to the cold war as weU as to our peciffiar geographical struLre 

and to the proble^ which arose as the result of our revolution 

You must understand,” he said, while skilfuUy rolling a cigarette 

e^utr 5 ’ r --y was mad" up "of “! 

anks, those who were fifteen or sixteen became heutenants- young 
men of twenty found themselves commissioned as colonels’ Abdu" 
j-ns Nasuuon, who is now our Chief-of-Staffi was one of the few 
old men who took part in the fighting. He was twenty-seven It was 

autolV --g -«q-‘ed weapto 

aptured from the Japanese were able to hold back powerful armed 

“IfelrJ “ Sikh, „d .he Lech. 

of the young men, who had tasted power, did not L ffie idea ofTe 

bein ffir who agreed with this point of view thev 

attracted these" isideM^emen^ was'^thrSaJd IskrTSf 

that the soldiers and the people are like fish and water ’ ^ 

“TU of Java?” my husband asked 

phed “Sn the”'“"r" somewhat different,” our friend re- 

“Ver^ I hhl ^ Government do about this?” 

mem i;rp“:rsrrw“;' ‘“'i ■'"= p»"” “ 

who took part in it acffie?ed It^crative, and those 

part It achieved wealth and then power. Naturally, army 
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officers became involved in this type of smuggling. Gradually these 
officers and traders began to assume that they did not have any respon- 
sibility to the rest of the nation. But this effort to rebel would never 
have been possible were it not for foreign aid which was given in 
large measure to these dissident elements, and to the fact that they have 
been promised such aid in even larger amounts should the revolt in 
Sumatra succeed.” 

For the first time since he had been speaking, he became agitated 
and as he rolled his second cigarette his hand trembled and some 
tobacco fell on the floor. We could smell the pungent odour of the 
cloves which had been mixed with it. Quickly regaining his self control, 
he lit the cigarette and then continued, smiling and completely at ease. 

“The leaders chosen for this adventure, who were considered 
adventurers, vagabonds, ne’er-do-wells, have suddenly become heroes, 
crusaders, champions of freedom. And who are these great men? he 
asked, and now we could see that he was very angry for his eyes 
flashed and his hands were clenched. “They are traitors, who would 
betray our revolution and our Government for money. ^V^e know 
them well— Lubis, Hussein, Djambek and Simbolon. Lubis has been 
involved in a dozen unsavoury deals and he probably was the master- 
mind behind the attempt to murder President Sukarno at Tjikim. 

“As for Simbolon, he is thoroughly unreliable as he was the leader 
of 4i6th Battalion which rebelled in 1952 and which we crush^. 
Defeated, Simbolon fled to the hills. Djambek is a coward. When he 
finds himself in difficulties, he will sacrifice his moffier, his wife or his 
imbom child. And Hussein isn’t worth discussing.” 

“What will be the outcome of all this?” we asked him. 

With assurance he answered: “Why, of course, we will win. Not 
only do we have superior military strength, but many Sumatr^ 
with us. We can count on the loyalty of the workers in the oil fields 
and on the plantations. And the leadership of the rebels is bound to 
fall apart; interest in acquiring fame and more money will make them 

jealous of one another. u '11 

“But if the rebels receive aid from other countries, then what 


happen?” my husband inquired. 

“We will still win. Undoubtedly, the rebels will receive aid f^ 
abroad, but I do not think there will be any open intervention. The 
Dutch, who would like to see our country divided, ^ help the rebels 
in one way or another. Australia is hostile to us and fnendly to them. 
Singapore is the nerve centre of the rebellion. The headquarters o e 
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rebel, is there, so they can expect aid. especially from the merchants 

m Smgapore who have ^ important stake in the outcome. As for 

the Umted States, he shrugged his shoulders vidthout finishing the 
sentence. ® 

“But surely you do not think the United States will intervene.” 

No, perhaps not. But we have not received the expressions of 

^mpathy normally shown to a government when a rebelhon occurs 

On the contrary, your Secretary of State, Mr. Dulles, has already 

made it clear that our gmded democracy is not to his liking. He told a 

press conference that he would prefer to see a government which is 

consatuaonal m Indonesia, suggesting that ours is unconstitutional.” 

But his IS not the only voice in the country,” I said, “and I don’t 
believe we will send arms to the rebels.” 

reply. Taiwan.” was his cryptic 

I'^etly for a while each 

asked bm if he nught be leaving Surabaja for the front. ® ’ 

I hope so, he replied, 

‘‘Before you go, we would like to give you a ‘selamatan’.” 

That would be splendid,” he repHed. 

About a week later he telephoned and told me he would be leaving 
cS ^ ^ ^ people as w! 

to thektestevemtfL^pliS'^ stmm' 

aslci our ml/ury frie„a 

“No, what?” 

The fact that we are reaUy going to fight.” 
u this deasion should have come as no surprise ” I said “r^ 

“Ah biif 17 ^ u- ^ northern forces would fight ” 

of n 7°” Voo ™ di h„-h„a?„, 

receivca so nSToroto^iT J*™ “'^’o 1-d 

duty in Sumatra remarked seven-year tour of 

umatra. remarked. We have a long tradition of resisting 
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bloodshed. We don t like to fight. We like to negotiate. In the seven- 
teenth century when the Madurese, who are our next-door neighbours, 
took up arms against the king of Surabaja, the king didn’t fight. He 
sent emissaries to the island of Madura with power to negotiate. These 
emissaries talked with the Madurese, and finally persuaded them to 
agree to a compromise. A new Madurese chief was appointed and he 
was presented with a kris by the representatives of Surabaja’s king. 
And so, of course, there was no war. The old chief who started all 
the trouble was forgiven, just the way we "will forgive Simbolon and 
Hussein and the others after we have trounced them.” 

Perhaps, someone suggested, “we will be able to settle this 
revolt without bloodshed.” 

No, our mihtary fnend said emphatically. “Not this time. Such 
a possibility does not exist. W^e have a saying that we will not use our 
soldiers to fight brother soldiers, but now we must abandon this 
idea. Otherwise our country will be divided like Korea and Viet Nam. 
We are a unitary state and will remain one but only by putting down 
this counter-revolution.” 






Not long after the selamatan, we went to see a couple who lived near 
us and who were from Padang, where the heart of the Sumatran re- 
bellion was centred. We were surprised to see how dred and upset they 
looked. They told us that they had not heard from their family in 
Padang for a few weeks and did not know whether they were safe. 
What do you think about the situation there?” I asked. 

Perhaps I shouldn’t say so, but we Sumatrans are tired of the 
despotic rule of Djakarta,” the husband answered, his face turning 
hvid with anger. “We have suffered enough under their control. 
Although Sumatra is responsible for over seventy per cent of Indo- 
nesia’s export revenue, we receive litde in return. Our roads, our 
schools and our hospitals are in shameful condition. The money we 
earn, instead of being used to improve Sumatra, goes into the pockets 
of corrupt officials in Djakarta, so they can drive around in big 
American cars.” 

“But we have heard that the leadership of the rebels is also corrupt. 
How about Lubis?” 

“Lubis does not have a good reputation, but he is not as bad as some 
people would have you believe. His character has been smeared by 
friends and followers of the President. But granting that Lubis is not 
entirely honest, one cannot say that about Sjafriiddin Prawiranegara. 
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be has been in the forefront of the struggle 
for ^donesi^ independence. Were it not for Sjafruddin, Sumafra 
wodd have fallen to the Dutch in 1948. There were many Sumatrl^ 

1 revolution because of its left 

of Sumatra, and he succeeded in convincing them that hev shouM 
support the Repubhc. Because he was a SuLtran mJa dJeply m 

Sum! f“ '• »'>» “'“"d 

But why has he joined the rebels?” 

U, ^g"^^ '^bh the President who has 
diem H A" Sjafruddin is bitterly opposed^ 

It all depends,” he rephed 
;|On Allah?” 

hTt/Ifr 

Tinggi, in 1902 of a hi^hllll/p importance. Bom in Bukit 
involved in the Lmatraf vLth Movement" ThT™ ^ became 

with a numb"^ of 

nesian independence. ^ promotmg Indo- 

“®“dz“do„ „d 

intellectuals and trade ulon ^“'"b students, 

and finandal support While in ‘bein moral encouragement 

nesian AssociatiS, IdTdA it J°“ed the Indo- 

Brussels Congress of the T a 1927 he attended the 

Nation w 2 nulb md r®"" Imperiahsm, an organ- 

Ho Chi minh. members Jawaharlal Nehru tnd 
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While he was still in Europe, Hatta was influenced by the emer- 
gence of national socialism in Germany and later, the programme he 
helped formulate for the Masjumi Party was imbued with this ideo- 
logy. In 1932 he visited Japan and then returned to Java. Early in 1934 
he was arrested and exiled to the Tanah Merah concentration camp at 
Boven Digul. Freed by the Japanese in 1942, Hatta became the first 
Vice-President of Indonesia. 

Although he had worked for independence, Hatta was basically an 
extreme conservative, and as he watched the revolutionary forces 
becoming bolder he feared a strong left. Therefore as a counter 
balance, he pursued a policy of appeasing Dutch interests. Thus, in his 
capacity as Prime Minister, he approved the decisions taken at the 
Round Table Conference at the Hague in 1949, which restored to 
Holland broad avenues of economic power over Indonesia, such as 
rights, concessions and Hcences for the operation of existing and new 
enterprises and estates. Furthermore, the Indonesian Government was 
forced to take over the debts of the Netherlands East Indies Govern- 
ment, which amounted to more than a biUion dollars, and which, in 
effect, meant that the Indonesians were paying for the Dutch mihtary 

attack which had been launched against them. 

The reaction to these provisions was bitter and Hatta was dubbed a 
“kaki tangan nica”— a tool of the Dutch. The Agreement was uni- 
laterally abrogated in 1956. As the years passed, Hatta also opposed 
Sukarno’s policy of strict neutrality in the cold war. He wanted Indo- 
nesia to be ahgned with the SEATO powers. Because of his 
tation on national and international affairs he was now considered the 
one man who could be the ideological leader of the rebellion. The 

rebels waited for a sign that he was with them. 

But unlike the Sultan of Jogjakarta, who was so furious when the 
press attempted to portray him as a pro-rebel that he took the rst 
plane home firom the United States to pledge his support to President 
Sukarno. Hatta did nothing. He did not give his blessmg to the rebel 
cause, nor did he condemn it. He waited. But the country did not wait. 

Everywhere there was intense mflitary activity. Martial law was 
invoked. Curfews were declared. Long lines of ttucks coifld be seen. 
The roads were clogged with jeeps, tanks and art^ery In the villages 
boys and girls carrying bamboo poles, marched like soldiers. Everyone 
knew that an attack on Sumatra was pending. Nerves were ^ 5 * 
People were excitable as the tension mcreased. Amidst all of tto, my 
husband was invited to Singapore to give a lecture on tranquillizers. 
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Fl)dng out of Surabaja, the window blinds of the plane were drawn 
so that one could not see the take-off. When we left Djakarta the 
situation was more serious. The hostess explained that due to military 
restrictions, no planes were allowed to fly over or near Sumatra and 
in order to coinply with this ruling, the plane had to make a detour 
adding six hmidred miles to the flight between Djakarta and Singapore’ 
nearly doubling the usual time required. The passengers, 
Austrahans, grumbled audibly but there was nothing to be done. 

As we flew, I remembered our first trip to Indonesia, when we had 
seen Sumatra lymg below us like a gUttering emerald, an island of 
mount^s and magnificent lakes. Sumatra, thirteen times the size of 
HoUand, the fifth largest island in the world, is famous for its natural 
wea tff As early as the seventeenth century, it was described by an 
Enghshman as: island among the Javas, from whence cometh 

m the imddle of a river; and when the king doth lacke golde, they cut 
part of the earth and melt it, whereof cometh golde. ” ^ 

The people of Sumatra, of whom there are many ethnological 

groups such as the Lampungs in the south, the Minangkabaus iif die 

west, the Bat^s m the north-central region, and the Atjehnese in the 
extreme north, have varied traditions. 

The Aqehnese, who are staunch MusHms, are the most independent 

people of Sumatra. The war between them and the Dutch lasted for 

forty years from 1873 until 1913. In 1904, the Dutch were able to 

depose the Sultan of Atjeh, who had been their unmitigated foe and 

pm m bs place, 102 petty aristocratic rulers each with bs own domam 

he result was that the new rulers quarreUed with each other and 

destroyed the ubty of the Atjeh people, so that nme years later ffe 
Dutch were the victors. ^ ^ 

riches^^^I^'' exploiting the 

spkes Wb!'"- r ® lil and 

f ts”. that p" trrLreTbitTu"^^^^^^^^ iftz T 

When it was found that rubber could be cultivated in q 

many countries advanced capital for such proiLT buL the ’ 
present investor was the Umted States Rubbe! Comoanv^T 
with a Dutch corporation, a new^venture was started. Tbs com^y 



INDONESIA: TROUBLED PARADISE 


acquired 80,000 acres of land for rubber production, thus bringing 
the largest rubber estates in the world under a single ownership. 

And then, as if nature were not satisfied with this gift, but wished to 
dazzle her admirers even more, oil was discovered. Bitter international 
rivalry began. The major contest was between the Royal Dutch Oil 
Company and the Standard Oil Company of New Jersey, then under 
the direct control of John D. Rockefeller. 

The Dutch Company did not want an American competitor in 
Sumatra, and when Rockefeller tried to obtain an interest in a French 
company that was already established there, the Government of the 
Netherlands Indies stepped in and declared that it was ready to deny a 
concession to any concern controlled by Standard Oil. Whereupon, 
John D. Rockefeller, who had once declared that he believed the power 
to make money was a gift of God, launched an attack against his 


Dutch competitor. 

Using a tactic which he had successfully employed in destroying 
rival oil concerns within the United States, Rockefeller proceeded to 
cut prices in those markets where Royal Dutch was in competition 
with Standard Oil. This economic warfare proved so devastating to 
the interests of the Royal Dutch Oil Company, whose financial posi- 
tion began to deteriorate, that it was glad to call for mercy. The 
Government of the Netherlands Indies was forced to grant oil con- 


cessions to Standard Oil, not only in Sumatra but in Java as well. 

After Indonesian independence, many of the rubber estates were 
divided into smaller holdings, in response to the demands of the 
Sumatran rubber workers, but the production of oil remained in the 
hands of four companies; two being subsidiaries of American oil com- 
panies; one, a Dutch company and the fourth a joint Indonesian 
Government-private company enterprise. During the West 
campaign the Dutch holdings were nationalized, and among the trade 
unions there was a demand for the nationalization of aU oil 
This was a cause of uneasiness in the business community, and added 
to the fuel that the rebels used to build their fire. But whatever the oil 
companies might have thought, they maintained a position of smct 
neutrality and refused to pay the tax asked for by the rebels. The policy 
of the oil companies, like that of Hatta, was to wait and see. 


We didn’t realize that the Sumatran situation was of such world- 
wide importance until we arrived in Singapore to find the aty swarrn- 
ing with reporters. Every room in every hotel was taken and we would 
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not have found accommodation except for the fact that our reserva- 
tions had been made in advance. Raffles Hotel was like a huge press 

room. Reporters were typing, telephoning and cabling. They were 
mterviewmg anyone who had come from Sumatra. 

The Smgapore newspapers, never noted for their restraint, were 
proclaimmg rebel victories daily. As soon as one report proved to be 
untrue another more sensational story would appear. After the initial 
shock, we knew there was no reason to be worried as the dispatches 
m the papers had no relation to what was actually taking place. One 
reporter, lea^g that we were from Surabaja, began discussing the 
rebellion with us but when we suggested that the Government ifflght 
he was no longer interested in our opinion. Yet that very day 
Government troops r^aptured Pakan Baru, a victory of tremendous 

protection of the oil fields belonging 
e Caltex Company. The rebels had surrendered with all their 
eqmpment including many cases of arms and ammunition marked 

SoTefflr^^^ had been dropped by a foreign plane only a few hours 
etore the arnval of the Government paratroops. 

When this Government victory became known many of the 
wonien and children who had been evacuated decided to return We 
also flew back to Surabaja, and when we arrived there we learned that 
he revolt which had begun in Sumatra had spread to Sulawesi, which 

M^ssar between the capital of Sulawesi, 

Makassar and Surabaja is only two hours. 

developmemT"' 

thouTt ^ I’J^ch-outs and alerts. Once in a while we 

since^mosT of th 

mails wem delay^d'^'^ requisitioned for the air force, the 

mSSuk to"^ believed that the uprising in Sulawesi would be 

ment ^ The anti-Govern- 

capital is MenaToTh'^M^ P^rt of the island, whose 

by the Dutch Christian, were favoured 

bad fought agafflnh:?ifioT' " ^ 

it wareasv for north-east Sulawesi to the Philippines 

to bomb shfps thaVnUed b°f? 

Ships that phed between the islands. The main problem facing 
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Government forces was to recapture the airfields. But before this could 
be accompHshed, a number of ships were sunk; insurance rates soared 
and shipping between the islands was disrupted. The climax came 
when a Liberty Bomber, piloted by an American mercenary, Allen 
Lawrence Pope, was shot down while attempting to bomb an unarmed 
Indonesian vessel. 

Government troops were having a rugged time in Sulawesi when 
they gained an unexpected ally, the people of Makassar and the army 
stationed there. Makassar, often called the Singapore of East Indonesia, 
occupies a strategic position on the south-western tip of Sulawesi. 
The Alakassarese are MusHm and have a long history of resistance to 
the Dutch, beginning in the early eighteenth century when Sultan 
Hasan Udin fought to preserve his principaHty. Because Makassar 
was at that time a free port, “all strange and Moorish nations*’ came 
there to trade and the Sultan was provided with “European weapons 
of fine guns and muskets”. But despite these he was defeated, his 
palace destroyed and in its place the Dutch erected a fortress which 
they named Rotterdam. 

During the 1945 revolution, a pro-RepubHcan uprising took place 
in Makassar and to quell it a punitive expedition imder the leadership 
of Captain Raymond Westerling was dispatched by the Dutch. 
About 30,000 Makassarese were put to death, many of them being 

bundled together and shot in groups of fifty. 

Now once again the Makassarese remained loyal to the Indonesian 
Government. When it became known that the army in Makassar was 
fighting with Government troops, the rebel leaders in northern Sula- 
wesi surrendered with their entire outfits. In a short time the Govern- 
ment gained complete control over the island. ^ 

In Sumatra, the situation also changed, for within the rebel s o^ 
stronghold there was serious discontent. In Sasak, north of Bukit 
Tinggi, veterans of the revolution who had settled there as farmers 
took up arms against the rebels. Then a battaUon under Major Noor- 
mathias broke away from the rebel command finding support among 
the various poHce units. This was followed by an uprismg in B t 
Tinggi itself, where two former members of the Indonesian Natioi^ 
Army, DJuhir Mohammed and Ganto Suaro. led forces against the rebels. 

Realizing that the military potential of the rebels was crumbtog. 
Government forces planned “Operation August 17th”. This mvolved 
the army, navy and air force and resulted in the recapture of Padang 
and Bukit Tinggi. The back of the rebelhon was broken. 

102 



Chapter Ten 

T he rebellion had lost its initial momentum and the offensive 
was now widi the National Army. Though fighting continued 
1 ^ ^ of relative tranquihty ensued. It was during 

The head-man of Tosari village told us that the festival, which 

oSV ^old at the time 
sleet^rr ® l^rooding volcano that hes like a 

The festivities were to begin at 
which stroke of midnight there would be a ceremony 

. j , twentieth century, but to that ancient 

vagarierorth^'“? frightened by the 

rmc«, so that he might be spared. 

*o. Artless this spectacle, we started on our way the next 

i7d rr*i ■•■' "““e' »<■ w w “ 

fhinin • P^'^ evemng. It was a glorious May day the sun 

P““ “J sailing veael, 

the hi ' »f Piobolinggo, ™ Mned towafdr 

ris^o^eSIT'^r '““T *' MJs of Java 

tt 1- 

three thousand feet bv f 11^°°^^ condition We must have risen two or 
through rice fields and tb rtee-hned highway which passed 

We reached our fir t h T Plantations and then acacia forests. 

pension w?s SwdT P-^-g-room of the 

was crowded with kmck-knacks, reminiscent of a day that 
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would never return. There was a Dutch clock with the minute hand 
missing, some chipped blue plates with faded windmills, a pewter mug 
with an engraving of a Dutch burgher, his ruffled collar hiding his 
face and an old tile stove that had never been used. 

Padding on bare feet, the lady, dressed in black trousers and a black 
jacket, showed us our room. There was no furniture in it, but six mats 
had been placed on the floor. 

“This is where you are to sleep,” she said in Indonesian, speaking 
with a heavy Dutch accent. 

“You mean six people will sleep in this room?” I asked her. 

She nodded her head. I was one woman among five men, and unlike 
Draupadi, the heroine of the Mahabharata, who had five husbands, all 
of whom loved her very much, I had only one, and the thought of 
sharing a room with so many others caused me some anxiety. 

“NJonja,” I pleaded, “I think it is unseemly for me to occupy a room 
with five men.” 

She winked at me before replying, her wrinkled face becoming 
quite mischievous, and then said: “It may not be seemly, but it should 
be interesting,” whereupon the Indonesians in our group laughed, but 
the Indians pretended to be shocked, for it is in keeping with their 
tradition never to discuss anything concerned with sex in a light- 
hearted manner. 

Before I could answer, the mistress of the Losmen, shrugging her 
narrow shoulders, said: “Never mind, I will put you with some high- 

school girls where you will be quite safe.” 

She showed me to another room where about a dozen young girls 
were milling about, talking and giggling. As is usual for young pec^le 
in Java, they wore blouses and skirts rather than Indonesian dress, but 
all of them had thick, long hair in which they had entwined flowers. 

The girls began asking me all kinds of questions, but before I ha 
time to answer, my husband knocked at the door, and then entered. 
The girls giggled even more when they saw him, but did not sp^k as 
they were shy in the presence of a man. My husband suggested t at 
rather rlian stay in the Losman for the afternoon, we should exp c^e 
the village from which the Kasada festival was to be approached, the 
village of Ngadisari. Bidding the girls farewell, I Joined the rest of our 

party and we started out. - 

This time the highway was unpaved and in many places im^aded. 

The curves were very sharp and the car could not make the precijnto^ 
grade with aU of us in it. We had to walk while the driver went ahead. 
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It took US almost two hours to make the fourteen kilometres, and 

we were afraid to return to Suka- 
pura for dinner, so we sent the driver back alone for our sweaters and 
some food. While waiting we strolled through the village bazaar. 

Everyone was dressed for the occasion, especially the children. The 
htt e girls had their faces whitened with rice powder to keep away the 
evil spirits. They were quite timorous and held their scarves over the 

ower half of their faces, so all we could see were immense brown eyes 
peermg at us with keen interest. 

There was one “warung” in the bazaar, which consisted of a wooden 

counter and a bench placed in front of it. On the counter there were 

jars of sweets and savouries and duck eggs. Behind the counter there 

was a ruimentary kitchen with one charcoal stove for cooking food 
and another for heating water. * 

as a poor man s outdoor restaurant. 
B^ut It is more than that, for in the villages of Java, Sumatra and Bah 

the warung is an open forum to which anyone can come. Even issues 

of world importance are discussed. TraditionaUy the owner is a 

woman, and she bears the same relationship to her customers as a taxi 
driver to the citizens of New York. 

^ girl- who wore a 

wNte Turlush towel wound round her head. When we sat down and 

ordered coffee, she was not shy, but chatted with us about the festival 

The cofibe she served was “Kopi Tobruk”, black and heavy. She made 

by boiling water and coffee grounds together. She told us to let it 

we tri".d r But when 

drinking 

Just as we were finishing, it began to rain. Everyone scattered 
d in a matter of minutes, the bazaar, which had hLn flUed with 

^distur'brd ? u continued with her work, 

W here downpour, her white towel bob- 

g and there, like the sail on a fishing boat. 

hortunately, for us, the driver had returned, and so we crept into 
Ae ca for shelter. We waited almost four hours for the rZt 21 

monr, approached, it began to clear and we could see a wa^ 

and fof ha'r\“' " '^7 u ^ ‘^°*«bin^tion of rain 
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While we were still waiting, and eating the few sandwiches we had 
brought with us, a horseman approached. He was riding a sturdy, 
small pony. Coming near the car, he sUd down gracefully from his 
mount, and then knocked on the car window, which had been closed 
because of the rain. My husband lowered the window and the horse- 
man said that he had a number of sturdy and sure-footed ponies which 
we could hire. After some sharp but good-natured bargaining we 
agreed on a price. The horses were very small but proved capable of 
carrying us up the steep trail. 

The main road from the village to the volcano was thrown open to 
traffic at exactly midnight. Although those on horseback or afoot were 
able to get through earUer, the jeeps could not pass until the barricade 
was removed. There must have been fifty horses and more than a 
dozen jeeps pressed into service for the occasion, but most of the people 
were walking. All along the trail we saw people trudging towards the 
volcano, and a thinner stream returning. Apparendy, the entire popu- 
lation of that hill district, known as the Tengger Mountains, and whose 
people are called the Tenggerese, turned out for the festival. 

The women seemed to outnumber the men, and there were many, 
many children. They were dressed in their best, but it was evident that 
this was a poor district as there was not much finery. We felt the chill 
of the midnight air even more as we watched the people huddling up 
in their thin cotton garments. 

For nearly an hour and a half, we climbed upwards, the horses 
plodding slowly but steadily and the horsemen shouting djalam to 
clear a way for us through the crowds. Finally, we reached a ridge 
and there below us, like a mirage, lay a sea of black volcamc sand. 
Looking across this level stretch we could see in the distance one very 
high peak, Moxmt Bathok, to the left of which the volcano Bromo 

was wreathed in smoke. r i_ * t. v u 

At the foot of this highest peak there was a cluster of bright lights 

which we could easily see, although they were more than a kilometie 
away. The horseman explained that we had to cross the smdy area y 
a circuitous route, as it was cut by a dry river that made it impossible 
for the horses to follow the same traU as those going by foot. As we 
rode across this barren plateau, I asked Hassan, our Indonesian friend: 

“How did this sea ofsand get here?’’ i_ i - t. 

Smiling, he repHed: “Once upon a time a god lived on the highest 
mountain of Java, Mount Smeru, with his only daughter Prmcess 
Juwitha. Near Smeru is the Bromo, and on this volcano Hved an ug y 
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giant with a noble heart. This giant set eyes upon Juwitha and wanted 

to marry her. Juwitha, who had never seen another man, fell in love 
with him. 

“The giant of Bromo went to the god of Mount Smeru and asked 
for the hand of his daughter. But the king did not want his daughter 
to mar^ anyone so ugly. However he was afraid to speak the truth 
^d so he rephed. ‘If within a single night, you can dig a ditch around 
Bromo, wide enough and deep enough to protect Mount Smeru, then 
I allow my daughter to become your wife.’ 

“That very evening the giant began to dig the ditch, using a big 

coconut shell. The giant worked hard, hour after hour, strong in the 

toowledge of his love, and it looked as though he would be able to 

fulfil the cor^and. But the God of Mount Smeru thought of a trick. 

He went to the place, where at dawn the women stamp the paddy with 

eavy wooden poles. Taking one of the poles, the god began pounding 

the wood block, so the cocks, who heard the stamping, thought it was 
morning and began to crow. 

“The giant heard the crowing of the cocks. He was frightened. He 

, ^ ® hand, and it became a mountain. Mount Bathok 

wHch stands at the edge of the sea of sand. Then the giant himself fell 
and became a stone. The god of Mount Smeru was satisfied, but soon 
lovely daughter Juwitha died of a broken heart, and the god shut 

rem nl? f are 

daughter becomes angry over the loss of his 

dea^ tnountam roars and throws off flames and lava, bringing 

Andtb^ d«tmcuon to the human beings who hve on its slopes 
And Aat IS tlie legend of the sea of sand,” Hassan concluded. ^ 

Themwer. ^ 

smoke Her ^ everywhere, encircled by pillars of 

poles and an a ^77 women standing around two flag 

fnrinr, ' acetylene lamp. On one pole the red and white flag of 

flag hal’ beln^d^^'T’T'^^^ ^ ’^^^ow-hued Buddhist 

"T “ 1 ’’"‘‘''I" p"“'’ 

to the audience 7 head shaven, was lecturing 

nifvtog * T, S' *“ “s- 

beX t food “■! 
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W^e listened to the monk for a while and then walked over to the 
place where many men and women were standing, holding in their 
arms baskets of flowers, ears of com and Hve chickens. Seated in front 
of this crowd was a line of praying figures, accompanied by assistants. 
These young men were pouring incense on the small fires flickering 
in front of them. The smell of the incense brought back memories of 
Hindu temples in India. 

The priests were blessing the offerings that the people had brought. 
As they blessed each item they chanted, and hstening carefully I realized 
that the prayers were in Sanscrit. Turning to one of the priests, or 
“dukuns’* as they are called, I asked him to whom he was praying. He 
answered: 

“We pray to Brahma, for that is the tme name of the volcano that 
is now known as Bromo. Who was Brahma but the god of creation, 
for we know that when the divine life substance was about to put 
forth the universe, the cosmic waters grew a thousand-petalled lotus of 
pure gold, radiant as the sun, and this lotus opened to give birth to the 
creator of the world, Brahma.” 

Seeing that our friend Jasbir Singh was watching us, I asked him: 
“How did Brahma come to Java?” Without a flicker of a smile he 
answered nonchalandy: “He came from India on his gander, of 
course. How else does Brahma the creator travel?” 

I laughed, for in Hindu mythology, just as Indra rides on an elephant, 
Shiva on a garuda, Shiva’s son on a peacock, and Devi on a Hon, so does 
Brahma soar through the air on a wonderful gander, which can, like 
Sputnik, take him around the world in a matter of hours. So it was 
quite understandable that if Brahma wished to tour Java, he would 
arrive on the back of his gander. 

“Now, seriously, Jasbir, how did Hinduism find its way to the 
Tengger Mountains?” 

“During the second century,” he rephed, “many traders from South 
India migrated to Indonesia, settling in Java, Sumatra and Kalimantan. 
Some were Buddhists and others Hindus. Accompanying these 
merchants were Brahman priests, who influenced the kings of Indo- 
nesia to become Hindus. And Hinduism remained the religion of the 
court until the end of the fourteenth century when armed conflict 
broke out between Islam and the Hindu Ma<^*apahit Empire. Many 
Hindus refused to be converted. The nobles and priests fled to Bah, but 
the ordinary people withdrew to the Tengger highlands, where they 
have continued the practice of Hinduism. Although the Tenggerese 
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do not believe in reincarnation, their caste system and calendar are 
similar to those of the Balinese/’ 

While he was speaking we heard shouting, which now became so 
loud that Jasbir’s last words were drowned out. We noticed a group of 
men who were talking excitedly. We thought another prayer meeting 
must be in progress, but when we came nearer we saw that this was 
far from a reUgious ceremony, for the only prayers were addressed to 
dice that were being thrown by one man and then another. Instead of 
numbers, the dice bore curious symbols, and the same symbols 
appeared on squares painted on a piece of cloth spread on the ground. 

It was a weird scene, the sea of sand aHve with people praying, 
playing dice, and eating. The oil-fed torches cast strange shadows. 
One expected the witches of Macbeth to appear before the cauldrons 
of steaming food. The whole atmosphere had a quaUty of unreahty, 
as though it were a stage set which would be struck before the dawn. 

It was two in the morning when we began our final trek to the 
volcano. We climbed for half an hour towards the Bromo and we 
could make out a stream of fights stretching from the sea of sand right 
to the top. Hundreds of people were climbing in an unending fine to 
the peak, and an equal number were coming down, so there was con- 
stant confusion, as clusters of those moving upwards collided with 
groups that were descending along the steep, narrow trail. The men go- 
ing up carried sacrificial offerings that had been blessed by the dukuns. 

“There are countless stories about the Kasada ceremony,” Hassan 
remarked. “Originally, it was supposed to have commemorated the 
death of Buddha, but many Tenggerese believe it is an honour to 
Kusumo, who flung himself into the crater, and whose soul still 
dwells in the Tengger Mountains. 

“The legend is that one of the last kings of the Madjapahit empire, 
fearing that he would have to accept Islam, fled with his daughter to 
the Tenggerese highlands. Realizing that his days were numbered, the 
king arranged a marriage between his daughter and a Brahman priest. 

“It was a happy marriage, but when, after three years, they had no 
children, the priest went to the crater of Bromo and beseeched the 
gods to heed his prayer and grant him sons and daughters. The gods, 
having listened to his plea, told him he would have twenty-five 
children, but when the youngest son reached the age of fifteen he was 
to be sacrificed. 

Twenty-five sons and daughters were bom. But the happiness of 
the priest and his princess-wife was spoiled, for their youngest boy, 
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Kusumo, was the handsomest and the finest, and he was the one whom 
they would have to sacrifice. 

“When that dreadful day arrived, the parents hesitated, but Kusumo, 
who knew of his fate, was filled with courage. He took leave of his 
father and mother, and climbing Mount Bromo, flung himself into the 
crater exacdy at midnight. The boy’s last message to his family was to 
ask them to visit the crater once a year, and bring him food and 
flowers. Since then, the Tenggerese, on the twelfth month of the 
Hindu-Javanese calendar, for ‘kesada’ means twelve, go to the volcano 
at midnight to offer food and flowers.” 

Even now as we climbed the Bromo we could pretend, or was it 
really pretence, that the gende spirit of Kusumo hovered over us. And 
as we did not wish him to go away, we were careful not to utter the 
words “hot or cold, hungry or thirsty”, because on this pilgrimage, if 
such words are uttered, then “ash-rains, heat waves, thunderstorms 
and floods” will ensue, and Kusumo will be forced to flee. 

The trail was growing more and more precipitous and we found 
the climb difficult. At first we rejected the idea of being assisted by 
our guides, but finally we let them pull us up with the help of a metal 
ring. Each individual held to one side of the ring, whilst the guide 
grasped the other side. W^e were hoisted up like marionettes on a 
string. Even with this assistance, the ascent was so steep, I did not think 
I would be able to make it. 

Half-way up the slope we saw what seemed to be a thick hedge of 
trees at the top. The trees swayed back and forth as though moved 
by an invisible wind. But when we reached the top, we were horrified 
to find that what had looked like a hedge from the distance, was ^ 
reahty, thousands of people perched on the razor-thin edge of the 

crater. 

The brim of the crater was so narrow that everyone was swaying 
sUghdy to keep his balance; and while we were watching this fright^- 
ing scene, one poor chap slipped and tumbled into the crater, ^e 
crater inside was even steeper than the one we had just maMged to 
negotiate, and we feared that the man who had fallen was doomed. 
Fortunately for him, he was rescued by a group of dark shapes who 
were clambering aroimd inside retrieving some of the food and money 
that had been thrown down. These men, who were collectog the 
ofTerings for their personal use, were not considered to be blaspheming 
the gods; for the Tenggerese believe that the go(^ are only interested 

in having the essence ; material things are for the fiving. 
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Almost a mile down inside the crater was the raging volcano. 
Billowing clouds of smoke sometimes hid the fire, but when they were 
blown aside, the bright red flames emerged. We were gazing into the 
Forge of Vulcan. Whenever the wind blew towards us, our throats 
burned from the sulphurous fumes. Here, we were seeing a force 
which was beyond the control of man. This dragon which breathed 
fire and flame had not been tamed, not even in our atomic age. No 
wonder, that in the olden times, people felt it was necessary to placate 
the evil spirits of the volcano. 

To appease these spirits was especially important in Indonesia, for 
the Archipelago is the most volcanic region in the world. There are 
more than four hundred volcanoes, a hundred of which are active. 
Sometimes centuries pass and the volcanoes remain passive. During 
that time the Indonesians consider them as friends. Because of the 
deposits of black volcanic ash, the soil is enriched. Countless rivers 
carrying the alluvium down the mountain slopes to the plains below, 
make the land so fertile that the farmers are able to harvest two and 
sometimes three crops of paddy a year. 

Then without warning, they erupt and wreak havoc. In 1883, when 

the famous Indonesian volcano, Krakatau, erupted, the explosion was 

so tremendous that some of the ashes circulated two or even three times 

around the world before settling. In England, Lord Tennyson took up 

his pen to commemorate this event in poetry. A Spanish friend of 

ours said that his father told him special masses were held in Madrid 

because the sky was obscured by clouds of dust and the people were 
frightened. 

A quarter of a century later, Bah’s most active volcano, the Gunung 
Batur, erupted causing severe damage. “At that time, the lava engulfed 
the village of Batur, which hes on the beautiful lake with the same 
name, but stopped at the very gates of the temple. The villagers took 
this miracle as a good omen and continued to hve there.*' But in 1926, 
the temple was buried under a river of lava in another eruption. Despite 
this, many Balinese still hve in the shadow of the Gummg Batur, 
defying its power with the indestructible optimism of man. 

And now the night was over and dawn was breaking. We had to 
begin the long journey back to the village of Ngadisari where our car 
and driver were waiting. From the village we planned to return to the 
Losman Sukapura for a few hours' rest before driving to Surabaja. 

The early morning sun, casting its brilliant rays over the volcano, 
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dispelled the magic that we had felt the night before. Bromo was 

stripped of its all-embracing power by the searching eye of the day; 

even as in our time superstitions have wilted under the searching light 
of science. 

The people who were slowly climbing down the precipitous in- 
chne looked pale and wan, and a few of the children were whimper- 
ing. Small pieces of rotting firuit and torn petals of faded flowers 
marked our way; all that remained of the beautiful sacrificial offerings 
that had been carried up the night before with such loving care. 

The sea of sand was empty and desolate. Here and there a few frag- 
ments of cloth printed with strange symbols, reminded us of the 
gambling that had taken place during the night hours. The Buddhist 
and Hindu priests had gone away, taking the flags and the image of 
Buddha, but the flag pole was still standing, naked and forlorn amidst 
the black volcanic sand. 

The shops in the village bazaar were closed, but the warimg was 
open, and the young girl, with the white Turkish towel woimd around 
her head, was as busy as ever. We had a cup of coffee which revived our 
spirits, and then we chmbed into the car. When we reached the Los- 
man Sukapura, exhaustion claimed us, and we slept without removing 
our clothes. A few hours later, my husband woke me, saying: “We'd 
better start for home.” StiU half asleep, I tried to think where home 
could be, and then I remembered, we were not going home to Bom- 
bay, India, and we were not going home to Rangoon, Burma, but this 
time it was home to Surabaja, Indonesia. 


II2 





« ^ * t 

' 

''■fTtl 




BBii^^S^ZSk 








ByBB^XvM _xl 



Adiniiiisti atlou biiili.liiig of Airlaii^^a Uiiivcrsitv 
















chapter Eleven 


F or the next few months we enjoyed the luxury of being cool, for 
June, July and August is the pleasantest time of the year. It is the 
Javanese winter. The days seemed warm to us, but mothers 
bundled their chddren in heavy clothes, and in the evening the ladies 
wore long-sleeved dresses or woollen stoles over their kebajas 

Early in September the heat began again. Fortunately, we were in- 
vited to a conference that was being held in Bandung, which is never 
as hot as Surabaja. The Conference, called by the Ministry of Educa- 
tion, w« for the purpose of acquainting foreign experts with some of 
the problems that Indonesia faces in this field. We decided that on the 

way to Bandung, we would stop at Jogjakarta and also visit the 
lamous Buddhist stupa, the Borobudur. 


As we drove along the same road which had brought us to Surabaja 
we were m less of a hurry, and so we noticed a huge stone giant stand- 
ing cose to the kghway, so close that he gave the appearance of being 

round his left shoulder there was a sculptured cobra and on his head 

he wore an elaborate crown. Long, decorative ear-rings feU from his 
cauliflower ears to his shoulders. 

1 strange apparition, we stopped to take a closer 

uded from bs mouth. Opposite bm was bs equaUy unattractive 
twm, and the two faced each other m frozen hatred. 

Just bebnd the demons there was a curious wooden buildbg with 
an enormous roof shaped like a haystack. On top of the roof there 

b^B^uddb ^ ^ymboliring 

the Buddbst pnesthood. The roof of tbs strange buildbg was made of 
milhons of smaU tiles held b place by many wbes ^ 

thb^nos^ 1 5 ^ of water. She had a long 

in be;utf A? characteristics of Si 

g the old. faded maps; some burnished armour that might have 
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come from England or from Hollywood and a few unimpressive 
Chinese porcelain vases. 

Then we meandered outside and there on the ground, strewn about 
carelessly, were several fine stone images of Hindu gods. Shiva, Ganesh, 
Lakshnu and Krishna were lying side by side in varying stages of decay. 
Farther back we noticed another building, and when we entered we 
were astounded for everywhere we looked there were baskets and 
baskets of rubble. The baskets were made of wire and had been placed 
on shelves that reached from the floor to the ceiling. The rubble in 
them was all one colour, a reddish bro^wn, like the soil of Georgia. 

We were so engrossed by this strange sight that we did not hear a 
man enter the building. He startled us with his greeting, and then he 
said: “I am sure you will find it difficult to beUeve that the pieces of 
clay contained in these baskets were once part of the great Hindu 
Madjapahit Empire, for it was here in this very village of Trawulan, 
that the Prime Minister of Madjapahit, Gadjah Mada, directed the acti- 
vities of the kingdom.’* 

“Then this is the Hindu Museum that we noticed on our road map. 


“Yes, but it is not in very good condition,” he repHed, “but we are 
hoping that some day we will be able to reconstruct a fourteenth- 
century city from the rubble that has been gathered from around here. 
The large bamboo house you saw as you entered is an exact replica of 
the type of dwelling that existed at the time of Madjapahit.” 

“And all of this,” I said, pointing to the rubble in the baskets, 


“represents what was once the capital of an empire.” 

“Exactly,” he repHed with a note of pride in his voice as though he 
were able to visualize the whole scene as it had existed some six himdred 


years ago. 

We thanked him for his kindness, and as we were leaving, I took one 
last look. Could all those bits and pieces be put together again. Surely 
it would take many skilful archaeologists years of patient work before 
such a task could be completed. And, if they succeeded would the real 
spirit of Madjapahit be revived. This was a dramatic period in Indo- 
nesian history when all of the main islands were united under the great 
Ga(^ah Mada, in whose hands the heavy task of protecting the world 


came to rest. 

Gadjah Mada was an officer in the royal bodyguard of King Hayam 
Wuruk, a weak man, described by his court poet, Prapan^a, as bemg 
“without cares or worries. He indulges in all pleasures- All beautif 
maidens in Jangalla and Kedin are selected for him . . . and those w o 
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captmed m foreign countries, the prettiest girls are brought to his 
harem. ° 

The King s daUiance resulted in his soldiers revolting. He fled from 
the pdace and it was Gadjah Mada who helped find him a hiding place 
and then crushed the rebeUion. For this he was promoted to “Patih” 
pime minister, in 1331. Shrewd, resourceful and not given to the same 
interests as the King, he ruled with an iron hand. During his Ufetime, 
trade and diplomatic relations with foreign countries flourished And 
It was durmg his tenure of office that the official motto of modem In- 
donesia, Bh^eka Tunggal Ika,” Unity in Diversity, was first used. 

After the death of Gadjah Mada in 1364, the structure he created 
graduaUy disintegrated. The King did not have an “official son”, for 
his queen had given birth to a daughter. Rather than allow a woman 
to rule Hayam Wuruk ivided his empire among the many sons of 
his unoffiaal wives. With this gesture he destroyed the unity of the 
empne. His sons fought against each other for the throne so that East 
and Central Java were turned into a battle-field. And into this arena 
or conllict came a new and virile force, Islam 

Mohammedanism, for some time, had been finding converts among 
the trades hvmg m the large sea ports. They were irked by the caste 
systeni. Belonging to the Vaisya caste, which was considerably lower 
than that of the priests and the nobility, the merchants chafed under the 
many restncnons placed upon them by Hinduism. Because of caste they 

“PP"" failed 

to u^ock this door But Islam emphasized the importance of the in- 

tbrilR ^ necessary ideological basis for 

the welding of money and aristocracy. 

Furthermore, ^e Islamic teachers challenged the absolute power of 
the petty nobles. They were the principal, if not the only, opponents of 
secular government, who refused to become the tools S princely 
^hority. At the saine time they were able to convert some of the 
I^du princes, who then chaUenged the rulers of Madjapahit Backed 
y the wealth of the traders, these Muslim princes won and the last 

“S^rfauf” meaning of 

“S W’ Wropnate, for here indeed was a harvesf of 


is in Jogjakarta, as it is officially called, or Jogja as it 

t^adf^nrof t Sat 

aditions of Madjapabt had not vanished. For like this medieval 

•r ^ ^ 
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empire, Jogjakarta is also a kingdom based on an agrarian economy. 
The court has always been the nucleus around which the life of the 
city revolved. The people have for centuries Uved in small wooden 
houses, be hin d the protective walls of the city, and they have planted 
paddy and devoted their spare time to handicrafts. When the Soviet 
Prime Minister, Nikita Khrushchev, visited Jogjakarta in i960, he 
sensed its feudal nature, and when shown some of Jogja’s most beauti- 
ful hand-made batiks, remarked that they were too expensive, not in 
terms of price but in the amount of labour that had gone into their 
production. 

Jogjakarta has a medieval air, for with the exception of the new 
Gadjah Mada University and the complex of modem houses built at 
the time of the Colombo Conference, there are no modem structures. 


Like the physical aspect of the city, the social Hfe reflects ancient cus- 
toms. It is not unusual to see people bowing; children to adults, adults 
to their elders, and elders to officials. This formahsm is also preserved 
in the Javanese language which is spoken most fluendy and in its 

purest form by the people of Jogja. 

A friend of ours, one of the many princesses of Jogjakarta, whose 

grandfather, the Sultan, had thirty wives and eighty children, once 


said to me: . 

“I wish you could speak Javanese. I don’t like Bahasa Indonesia. It u 

vulgar and the sounds are harsh. Javanese is like music, being derived 
from Sanscrit, which is often chanted rather than spoken. For me, 
Javanese is more than a language, it is a way of life, mirroring our ^cn. 
customs. When a servant speaks to me she uses high Javanese wMe I 
answer her in low Javanese. But if I speak to my father it is in g 
Javanese and he will answer in low Javanese. It is only among equ s, 
both in age and rank, that one may use the middle form of e an 
guage. Thus, through the spoken word, the social standing ot an 

individual is made known. , , 

Listening to her, I remembered that Siti had told me how much she 

disliked Javanese, precisely because it was undemocratic and sharpene 

the stratification between classes. These two women the pnneess and 

Siti, represented groups in the community who had always been m 

conflict; those who revered the ancient culture and wmted social and 

economic distinctions to remain as they were, and those who we 

imbued with the revolutionary spirit and wanted changes made m me 

social order. The princess, with her charm and grace, her po s e 

courtly manners and love for Javanese was a typical product ot tne 
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roydty. While Siti, equally charming, but rough-hewn and earthy 

typified the viUagers and peasants who had been exploited for centuries 
by the nobility. 

But in Jo^akarta, unlike the other principaHties ruled by the rajas, 
there were times when the court and the village were brought together 
m a common cause; when the interests of the nobles and the people 
comcided. Unlike the Sunans of Solo, the rulers of Jogja often resisted 
ioreign encroachment. Thus, Lieut.-Govemor Raffles, who was 

welcomed m Solo, had a very different reception in Jogjakarta when 
ne arrived there in December of i8ii. 

The Sultan of Jogja had dehberately arranged the chairs so that Sir 

Stamford woffld be seated at a lower level than himself Reafizine 

immediately the subtle implication of this arrangement. Raffles in- 

siste at the chairs be changed. The courtiers became angry and 

drew their swords, and in Java, if a man unsheathes his kris, it is con- 

sidered cowardly for him not to use it. A clash was avoided, but Sir 

Staifflord admitted that the treaty he wrested from the Sultan was 

re^y an armed negotiation, and that his own behaviour was not 
noble but prudent. 

In June of 1812, the Sultan revolted. Raffles and Major-General 
illespie who were m Semarang heard the news and then left imme- 

“with a small escort composed of part of the 
14th Regiment of Bengal Light Infantry, the 3rd Volunteer BattaHon 
ome gimners and two troops of dragoons. The main nfflitary force, 

er Lieut.-Colonel McLeod, was to follow with most of the artillery” 
They reached Jogja on June 1 7th. ^ 

deS'ovpr^h'^u’J™^ commenced. The people 

win ^ “P with hand-made 

wls eiln the Sultan was defeated and his kraton 

rer! offi ^ rich booty in which 

every officer and man shared in his degree.” 

thefi returned to power in 1816, they tried to insure 

on the Jogjakarta by placing a weak and corrupt man 

one S till ^ hir the appearance of 

pUp K 1 °f Indonesia, Prince Diponegoro. He was the 

unbLdbg ^hostir"^^^^'^l^'^l“‘ because of his strong character and 
lurped ^ rightful inheritance was 

villages^ffl^cltllT Diponegoro visited different 

ges m Central Java. Soon the people began to think of him as a 
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saint. It was said that a magic kns had been sent to bim from Allah 
and that this weapon would protect him from death. He was given the 
title of Prince Liberator who had been chosen by God to drive the 
invaders from his country. 

When he raised the red and white banner of revolt, in 1825, the 
response was tremendous. The mihtary might of the Prince became so 
great that Holland had to send a special division to Java composed of 
3,000 infantry, troopers and artillerymen, to crush the rebellion. For 
five years the fighting continued. The villagers and soldiers remained 
faithful, but the effects of such prolonged warfare combined with an 
epidemic of cholera which ravaged Central Java, weakened their 
abihty to continue the struggle. Slowly the Dutch armies gained the 
initiative. 

The Prince was a master of guerrilla tactics and avoided any batdes 
in the open field. But near Magelang, within the shadow of the Boro- 
budur, he was forced into direct conflict with the Dutch, and he and 
his army suffered a great defeat. After Magelang a few of Prince Dipo- 
negoro's ranking officers defected. In 1830, the Prince was tricked into 
submission by General dc Kock, Commander of the Dutch forces, who, 
under the pretext of discussing peace terms, arrested the Prince. 

Prince Diponegoro is considered an exemplary hero of his country, 
and the red and white banner which he carried has become the national 
flag of Indonesia. Nor have the legends about the Prince Liberator 
diminished, for not long ago an item appeared in the daily newspaper, 
which read as follows: 

“A selamatan was held at Ungaran, Central Java, in order to appease 
the malicious spirits that have been causing trouble at the ancient 
Detention House of Indonesia’s National Hero, Prince Diponegoro. 
The pohce inspector explained that the Detention House could no 
longer be used as a residence for the poUce because the building was 
haunted by the evil spirits of those who had unjusdy imprisoned the 
Prince.” 

And today, again, a Sultan of Jogjakarta, Hamengku Buwono IX, is 
a national hero. When he was a young man he was known as Prince 
Gusti. Daradjatun. He was sent to Holland for his studies and upon his 
return to Indonesia he was met in Djakarta by his many brothers and 
his father, the reigning Sultan. His father was seriously ill and on the 
train offered his kris to his son, a gesture symbo li zi n g the transfer 
of power. 
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At first he refused. Although he was the son of the queen, and there- 
fore legaUy entitled to the throne, he told his father that he would 
be willing to defer in favour of one of his older brothers. The Prince 
then asked each of his brothers whether he would Like to become the 
sultan. Each brother refused, assuring Prince Gusti Daradjatun that he 
was the one who should become the Sultan of Jogjakarta in the event 
of the death of their father. It was only when he load received this 
pledge of loyalty from his brothers, that he accepted the kris from 
his father, who died before the train reached Jogjakarta. 

In Jogja, aU arrangements had been made for the funeral of the old 

Sultan and for the installation of the new one. Prince Gusti Daradjatun 

became Sultan Hamengku Buwono IX, and as soon as he was declared 

the Sultan, the Dutch asked him to sign a document curtailing some of 

^s power. He refused to sign, and told the officials that not only would 

he resist restriction of his prerogatives, but that he would not even 

agree to the narrow powers that liis father had been forced to accept. 

Instead, he wanted all tliose rights that had been enjoyed by Ms 
grandfather. ^ ^ 


When the Dutch ofEcials heard his terms they became angry, and 
shortly thereafter began to sound out his brothers with the hope that 
one of them could be persuaded to challenge Hamengku Buwono’s 
right to the throne. But as each brother had already pledged his fidehty 

A to enter such a conspiracy. The tactic of divide 

^d rule having failed, the Dutch were forced to confer upon the new 
Sultm all of the powers that his grandfather possessed. 

TMs was the beginning of his feud with the Dutch, which reached 
Its chmax when Jogjakarta became the capital of the Repubhc during 

-- from Jogjak"! 

SI f ^“fdiers. Behind 

When the Dutch captured Jogjakarta, the Sultan led the boycott 

^ officers 

the boTco/rhe that if thi Sultan caUed off 

adminilter The rewarded with a vast area which he could 

a r» u* cild not respond to the offer and refused to meet 

■nn.imd«-m.Ch,ef, threjiened ,o enter the kraton doots in a tank 
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the Sultan agreed to grant him a ten-minute interview. However, the 
only subject the Sultan wished to discuss was the departure of the 
Dutch troops from Jogjakarta.” 

In recognition of his services to the RepubHc, the Sultan was later 
granted the special territory of Jogjakarta. Here he instituted various 
reforms, including the right of all citizens in his special District, who 
were over eighteen years of age, to vote for the Local People's Council 
of Representatives, which now has a majority of members from the 
Communist Party. 

Although the Sultan has engaged in many democratic poHtical acti- 
vities, he is still a ruling monarch and hves like one, in a walled palace, 
where he is entertained by gamelan music and dancing girls. Married 
four times, he still does not have a wife, for he has yet to wed a girl 
who is from a lineage as royal as his own. Until he does so, he is tech- 
nically unmarried and none of his children are legally entitled to the 

throne. 

While visiting his kraton, which is one of the finest in Java, we 
happened to be near the women's quarters, when we noticed a group 
of beautiful girls approaching. One was carrying a pot of tea; another, 
a jug of hot water; the third, a bowl of sugar and the fourth, a pitcher 
of milk. They walked in single file and the loveliest girl of them all 
carried a golden umbrella, held high as a victorious banner with which 
she was trying to protect the tea from the sun. W^hen we asked the 
guard where they were going he said they were bringing the Sultan 
his morning tea; the same Sultan who had just flown home to pledge 
his loyalty to the Central Government against the Sumatran rebels. 
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AS WE DROVE towards the Borobudur, it seemed that the green- 

ness of Central Java was Uke a symphony. As in the music of 

A^Bach, there are endless variations on the same theme. There is 

the deep green of the trees, the emerald green of the ferns, the blue- 

green of the sugar cane, the hght-green of the com, and the yellow- 

green of the paddy fields as they He in precise geometric figures over 

the countryside. And it is from this carpet of green that the Borobudur 

rises, its brownish, weatherbeaten stones standing out harshly against 

the lush green of the hill upon which it has rested for over a thousand 
years. 

The Borobudur is not a pagoda, for the Buddhists do not come 
there to pray. It is a “stupa’* such as is found throughout Buddhist 
countries. Ceylon, Burma, Thailand and Cambodia, where historic 
events in the hfe of Buddha are commemorated and sacred rehes of 
the Buddha himself are enshrined. 

When the Buddha died in the north Indian village of Kusinagara, 
twenty-five hundred years ago, many of his followers sent messages 
to the Mallas of Kusinagara, asking for a part of his remains. But the 
Mallas refused, declaring: W^e will not give away any part of the 

remains of the Exalted One.” It was then that a wise man named Drona 
rebuked the Mallas, saying to them: 

“Hear, gracious Sirs, the word I have to say, 

Forbearance was the teaching of the Buddha, 

Shall the remains of him who was the best of beings 
Become the cause of strife and wounds of war. 

Let us umte in friendly harmony to mark eight portions. 

Let stupas spring widespread in every land. 

That in the light of the World mankind may trust.” 

This advice of Drona was followed, and all the kings and nobles 
made a stupa in every land, and none was more beautiful than the one 
created by the Javanese Sailendra kings, known as the Borobudur. 

Each stupa had the same basic architectural design, that of a dome, 
representing a microcosm of the universe, in which the rehes of the 
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Buddha were placed. In its most primitive form the “core of the stupa 
was of unbumt brick, and the outer face of burnt brick, covered with 
a thick layer of plaster. The stupa was crowned by an umbrella of wood 
or stone, and was surrounded by a wooden fence enclosing a path for 
the ceremonial clockwise circumnambulation (pradaksina) which was 
the chief form of reverence paid to the relics within.** 

Gradually, the stupa became larger and more ornate, and one of the 
famous stupas of Ceylon is larger than an Egyptian pyramid. Further- 
more, each stupa reflected the national heritage and culture, so the 
stupas of Burma were not like those built in Ceylon, and the Thai 
stupas differed from those constructed in China. Most unique of all is 
the Borobudur. 

Seen from a distance, the Borobudur has a clumsy, almost ungainly 
appearance. Rising stone upon stone, tier upon tier, against a back- 
ground of mountains, it does not seem to have any architectural unity. 
Unlike the first sight of the Sanchi stupa of India, which is breath- 
taking because of its elegant lines and perfect proportions, the Boro- 
budur does not produce an impression of instantaneous, compelling 
beauty. It is a cameraman’s despair. A French photographer, who 
visited the stupa gave vent to his displeasure by crying out in typical 
Gallic fashion: 

“O disappointing Borobudur: I didn’t know what to make of it. A 
shapeless mass of carved stone, -without architectural outline and 
devoid of grandeur. Three times I walked around the monument, 

camera in hand, without finding a satisfactory angle. 

But despite its unphotogenic exterior, the Borobudur leaves a final 
impression of magnificence and splendour rarely encountered any- 
where in the world. Its very size is awe-inspiring. The base is about 
400 feet in width. The substructure rises about fifty feet above the 
stupa level and the apex of the main stupa’s pinnacle reaches almost 
138 feet into the air. It is estimated that more than two milhon 
cubic feet of stone were used to construct the edifice, and this took 
place in the ninth century when every operation had to be done by 

Drawing nearer to the Borobudur, one is impressed by the fearfifl 
damage the elements have wrought throughout the centuries. Althoug 
the people who built the stupa had mastered the art of creation, they 
knew nothing about the science of preservation. Much of the Bor^ 
budur was constructed from material that was unable to withstand the 
heavy wind and rain that accompanies the monsoon season. On every 
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level there is evidence of decay. Many of the walls are sagging, and the 

steps leading to the summit are cracked and broken. Creeping vines 

and moss have invaded the terraces. But even though time has been 

merciless in its destructive activities, enough remains for the visitor to 

be wonder-struck by the richness of visual deUehts that unfold before 
him. 

Directly above the base of the Borobudur, there is a series of four 

hundred and thirty-two Buddhas, each one placed in a niche. The 

sculptors have captured a universahty of feature and expression, so 

that the images do not seem to belong to any one country but to all 
mankind. 

The next terrace, known as the first gallery, has the largest number 
and most exquisite examples of bas-rehef carvings. There are four 
galleries adorned with friezes, and every inch of the walls and balus- 
trades are covered with rehevos, a total length of more than 5,085 feet 
of continuous frieze ornamentation. 

The only three-dimensional carvings are those of the Buddha and the 
decorative animals such as the hons guarding the stupa and the gar- 
goyle-like structures which were designed for the practical purpose of 
controlling the flow of rain-water. Although these are wonderful 
examples of sculpture, the outstanding work of art at the Borobudur 
is the series of bas-reUef carvings depicting the life of Buddha. 

Buddha s life was a simple one, although over the centuries, it has 
become enshrouded in legend and symbohsm. He was the only son of a 
royal family residing in northern India, close to Nepal. His given name 
was Siddhartha and his clan name was Gautama. As a boy he was 
strong handsome and inteUigent. When he grew up he married a 
beautiful princess and had one son. Surrounded by luxury, he did not 
know that others were less fortunate, and his father did everything 
possible to protect him from the sordid reahties of hfe. But on four 
occasions, the Pnnee left the palace and came in contact with a dif- 
lerent world than the one in which he hved. 

On his first encounter, the Prince met an old man, and he realized 
that he too was not immune to growing old; then he saw a sick man 
and he knew that he too was hable to the dangers of ilhiess ; then he 
saw a corpse and he understood that he too must die; and flnaUy he 
encountered an ascetic with a peaceful countenance who had adopted 
the tradmonal way of seekers of rehgious truth. The Prince then re- 
solved to overconie old age, sickness and death by foHowing the 
example of the holy man from whom he learned that truth makes a 
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human being independent of the temporary trials and fleeting pleasures 
of the world. 

Against the wishes of his father, he renounced his right to the 
throne, and went into the forest where he spent six years in meditation. 
When he found his enlightenment, he declared: “I shall go to Banares 
where I will Hght the lamp that will bring Hght into the world. I will 
go to Banares and beat the drums that will awaken mankind. I shall go 
to Banares and there I shall teach the law.” 

What was to be the nature of his teachings? In an age when Hin- 
duism was most orthodox and the social system rigidly fixed, the 
Buddha decried caste. He said; 

“One does not become a brahmana by birth. 

One does not become an outcast by birth. 

One becomes a brahmana by act. 

One becomes an outcast by act.” 

The philosophy of the Buddha was based on his solicitude for the 
common man. He spoke for the vast masses of the peasantry, the back- 
bone of an agricultural economy. For them he was the Compassionate 
Buddha. 

In an age when the women were considered as chattels, the Buddha 
spoke for them too. His greatest disciples were women, and it was the 
women who remained his most faithful followers, for long after the 
kings abandoned Buddhism and returned to the practice of Hinduism, 
their wives and daughters remained staunch Buddhists. 

Among other followers were the merchants and traders, who sailed 
over the Asian world, carrying the message of Buddha. And one of the 
panels at Borobudur shows a small ship coming towards Java from 
India, carrying fifteen passengers and an image of the Buddha. 

At the age of eighty, on the banks of the River Hiranyavati, in a 
grove of Sala trees, the Buddha had a bed prepared, for he knew that 
he had reached the end of his earthly Ufe. Seeing his disciple Ananda 
weep, the Buddha said to him: “Do not weep, do not despair, Ananda. 
From all that he loves man must part. How could it be that what is 
bom, what is subject to instabihty should not pass? Maybe, you were 
thinking, ‘we have no longer a master’. That must not be, O Ananda. 
The doctrine I have preached to you is your master. 

These were the Buddha’s last words before he died, or as the Bu 
dhists say, “His spirit sank into the depths of mystic absorption and 
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when he had attained to that degree where all thought, all conception 

disappears, when the consciousness of individuahty ceases, he entered 
the supreme Nirvana.’* 

Each panel of the galleries represents a scene from one of the inci- 

dents in the life of the Buddha. It is difficult to decide which panel is 

the most carefully wrought or the most inspiring. Each one has its 

charm and captivating grace. There is a rehevo showing Queen Maya, 

the mother of Buddha, being carried to the Lumbini gardens where the 

Prmce was born. Another panel depicts Buddha as Prince Siddhartha, 

standing gracefully with his bow and arrow in hand, taking part in an 

archery contest, so that by displaying his skill, he might win the 
beautiful Yasodhara. 


There are many different carvings representing the “four encoun- 
ters . The finest is that of the Prince meeting the holy man. When we 
studied panel, we felt as though we could actually hear the Prince 
saying : “Honoured Sir, I pray you to tell me what manner of man 
you are, to which the pilgrim answered: “Great Prince, I am called 
a mendicant, one who has left the world and its ways and has forsaken 
Iriends and home, in order to find deHverance.” And then the young 
Pnnce asked; “What must I do to reach this state?” And the pilgrim 
rephed; Illustrious youth, if you can learn to regard the desires of the 
flesh as transitory, if you can think no evil and do none, but rather 

do good to aU hving creatures, then you will be in the way of becom- 
mg a homeless one.” 


Even the fareweU of the Prince to his beloved wife and son, has been 

portrayed. He stands at the doorway of his consort’s chamber watch- 

mg her as she sleeps on a bed strewn with jasmin petals. He is longing to 

go to her, and m this carving his desire becomes a palpable, Hving force. 

But he restr^s himself, reasoning: “If I Hft my hand and take my son 

she wiU awaken, and perhaps I shaU not go. Rather wiU I return when 

my mission is accompHshed. For never again wiU I partake of the 
pleasures of the senses.” 

There are m^y friezes portraying the Buddha’s struggle to find en- 
hghtenment. There is one in which the daughters of the evil Mara try 
O empt m. After seeing these voluptuous women, with their large 
eyes, curvaceous Ups. rounded breasts, slender waists and heavy hips 

apperhrSSk 


been'S?^" the Buddha appears sick and emaciated, for he had 

been fasting. Later, reahzing that this type of asceticism would 
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bring him closer to truth, he abandoned it, explaining to his disciples: 
“The life of carnal pleasure is ignoble, contrary to the spiritual life, 
unworthy and vain. But a life of austerities is also sorrowful, unworthy 
and vain.” 

After this decision the Buddha broke his fast and accepted a dish of 
milk and rice from Sujata, the daughter of a cowherd. In this, the most 
beautiful of all panels, Sujata’s gracious act is portrayed, and this lovely, 
innocent girl becomes immortal. 

CUmbing upwards, above the decorated galleries, there are three 
main circular terraces, plain and unadorned, except for seventy-two 
treUised stupas, each containing an image of the Buddha. These small 
stupas are of stone lattice-work, and through the apertures, the Buddhas 
can be seen, half in sunhght and half in shadow. Although the statues 
seem to be identical, in each one the hands are in a different position, 
the fingers poised to represent various signs or mudras as they are 

termed in the classical Indian dance drama. 

Whether by design or by accident, one of the small stupas has been 
broken open, so that the whole figure of the Buddha can be seen. It is 
as though he were released from a dark and gloomy prison. Now free 
and unhindered, he is able to look down upon the smooth-flowing 
landscape of Central Java, where the farmers cultivate their rice just as 
their ancestors did in the ninth century when the Borobudur was built. 

On the highest terrace of all, rises a giant dome. It is austere and 
without ornamentation because it represents the final phase of the 

Buddha’s Ufe when he reached Nirvana. 

Looking down from this great height, it is hard to believe that the 

Dutch did not know of the existence of the Borobudur, and that the 
first Europeans to see it were the British in 1814- Raffles was informed 
of this discovery and he sent a civil surveyor from Semarang to inves- 
tigate it. Later he, himself, visited the Borobudur, and the Prambanan, 
a Hindu temple situated in the same area. When Raffles saw these two 
remarkable structures, he was thrilled at their antiquity, and at the 
beauty and deHcate execution of the separate portions, the symmetry 

and regularity of the whole. - 1 • 

But what is most astounding about the Borobudur, is ^at it was 

constructed at aU. The mere physical labour that was involved is be- 
yond behef It is estimated that 5,500 cubic metres of stone had to be 
Lought into position, and more than 2,500 square metres of rehevos 
had to be carved. Some thousands of craftsmen had to work for thirty- 

five years to construct this edifice. 
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And construct a major work of art they did, one that has not been 

surpassed anywhere in the world. An eminent art critic has described 

the rehevos as, “The greatest masterpieces of human art, dehcate and 

sensitive m their observation of nature, yet idealized in the beauty and 
perfection of all creatures.” 

What kind of a society existed at that time, which enabled men to 

erect such a tremendous and awe-inspiring structure? One thing is 

certain, a pnmitive people ruled by chieftains could not have pro- 
duced such an edifice. 


And this was precisely the point made by a young and earnest 

ndonesian professor of Archaeology whom we heard lecture on the 

Borobudur. His main diesis was that the Borobudur represented the 

logical outgrowth of Javanese civilization, and not merely the result of 
contact with Indian culture. 


He exp^ned that during the rule of the Sailendra kings who were 
m power from the seventh to the eleventh centuries, a weU-organized 
soaety ready existed m Java. The government hierarchy was com- 
plex and very efficient. Taxes were coUected and payment in coins 
was common. Many sacred structures were built. To do this the kings 

ad to marshal an enormous working force. From where did tihs 
labour come? 


suggested two possibtiities; the workmen 
employed in buildmg the Borobudur may have been slaves, who had 
een conquered m war and were then brought to Java, or they may 

arounr a certain 

p™ bu ?r\ “ "^^‘^cnce that 

peas^ts built this structure, because after the Borobudur was built, 

maZutn K Presumably because the imposition 

m^e upon them by the kings were too heavy. 

buried t^^e Javanese 

the Borob megaHthic structures that were the prototype of 

kine to h common m ancient Java for the rehcs of the 

neonU P ^ could be worshipped by the 

SnfideredT 7 that the Borobudur must be 

pla« vou only > month, and I visited the 

.1 wlit happetil t Si yon 
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The young man looked at her blankly and repeated: “The heads?” 

“Yes, that's right, the heads. You know, the missing heads.” 

“What missing heads?” 

The lady hesitated for a moment, obviously attempting to find a 
way of expressing herself more clearly. Then she said: “I will try to 
explain. At this place you talked about — well, the same man is seated 
everywhere and sometimes he doesn’t have a head. And I thought you 
might be able to tell me what has happened to his head, or perhaps I 
should say, what has happened to his heads?” 

By this time everyone in the audience was in hysterics and the 
merriment was so infectious that even the dignitaries who had come 
to the lecture were laughing. 

But the lady and the professor remained absolutely serious. Then 
the professor rubbed his hands together while he muttered: The 
heads, the heads.” 

Then suddenly he said: “I beHeve I have grasped your question. At 
the Borobudur there are many images of the Buddha. Some of these 
images are headless and you are wondering what has happened to those 

heads.” 

“You have hit the nail on the head,” she said, and at this unpre- 
meditated pun, the audience roared with dehght. 

The professor was silent until the uproar subsided and then he asked. 

“Njonja, are you sure you want to know what has happened to the 

missing heads?” 

“Of course I’m sure. If I didn’t want to know I wouldn t have taken 
up all this time.” 

The young man, looking more earnest than ever, nodded his head. 
“All right, I will tell you. Borobudur is one of the most beautiful 
examples of classic Buddhist art in the whole world, and the heads of 
the Buddha represent sculpture which is so subhme, it is hard to believe 
that it was done by ordinary men. These heads of the Buddha are price- 
less art treasures. , , 

“Then why are they missing? Because we were a colony, and we a 

no way of protecting our artistic heritage, so that many of the heads o 
the Buddha were taken away from Indonesia, and were sold either to 
private art collectors, or to museums. For example, when the king o 
Siam visited Java in 1896, the Dutch Governor-General, C, 
der Wijck, presented him with one of the heads from Borobudur. The 
most famous Buddhist figure in the world, which was found m Sm- 
gosari, a town in East Java, is now in the Leyden museum. Similarly, 

128 




- A 






1 

■3 











< 'I'.il (.■ llJSi I 


imiMi i.ni'' .ilk 












INDONESIA: TROUBLED PARADISE 

of the missing heads are exhibited in museums of Amsterdam 
Pai^ London and if you will forgive me for saying so, Boston.” 

0^1 do forgive you,” she said. “But you must understand I am 

rom Ohio, so I am not responsible for what goes on in Massachusetts 

but I can promise you, that when I go home, if I find any of those 

^ssmg heads m my State, I ^ do everything in my power to see 
that they are sent back to you. 

“r evidently moved by her sincerity. 

I hope that some day aU of the missing heads will be returned ’ ’ ^ 

We were surprised at the intensity of his feeling, but later when we 

^^ueation Conference at Bandung, and learned something 

^s enm Jorr'"'' K u ‘he Dutch, the reason for 

his emotional outburst became evident. 
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chapter Thirteen 

B andung had never looked lovelier, but while the Education 
Conference was in progress we did not have time to leave our 
hotel where the meetings were taking place. The Conference 
dealt with three aspects of education; primary schooling; problems 
at the university level, and means of achieving hteracy among the 
adult population. All of these questions were related to the history of 
education in Indonesia, which like a turbulent river has many 
tributaries. 

During the Hindu-Javanese period, only the sons of the two highest 
castes, the Brahmans and the Kshatriyas, received education. But even 
during that era, there was no formal schooling as we know it today. 
“The teaching method,” one of the Conference speakers pointed out, 
“was almost the same as in any ancient country, namely: explanation, 
memorization and recitation. This pattern of memorization, evident in 
our schools today, had its roots in the very early period of education 
in Indonesia.” 

When, in the fifteenth century, Hindu influence was replaced by 
that of Islam, education was extended to the merchant class, but this 
education also reHed heavily upon memorization of reHgious texts. 
However, neither the Hindu nor the Muslim periods affected the fives 
of the villagers. Dynasties came and went; religions changed; palace 
intrigues took place, but in the countryside the uifluential elements 
were the wind and the rain; the sun and the moon. Nothing disturbed 
the rhythm of nature; nothing altered the simple economy based on 
the needs of the individual household or the practical education 
handed down from father to son, from mother to daughter. As in all 
other Asian countries, the structure of the economic elements of society 
remained untouched by the storm clouds of the political sky. 

But when the Dutch East India Company and then the Netherlands 
Government extended its rule over all of the Archipelago, then and 
then only was the whole static agrarian society shaken to its very 

foundation and altered once and for all time. 

Up until 1848, the Dutch had little interest in educating the Indo- 
nesians. Even missionary schools were few in number. But after 1848, 
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the Netherlands Government, bowing to the hberal wind that swept 
ah or Europe, inserted in its new Constitution an article to the effect 
that, the Governor-General of the Indies has the responsibihty of 
sponsormg schools for non-Christian children.” 

Commenting on this, the head of the research division of the Depart- 
ment of Education, declared: “The result of this was that for the first 
time m colomal history there was an allotment of twenty-five thousand 
guilders m the budget, to be used for the schooling of non-Christian 
Indonesians It was not the amount of money that made this moment 
notable m the history of Indonesian education, because everyone can 
imagme what could be done with such a small amount of money but 
It was the fact that the colonial government recogimed its responsi- 
bi^ty tor the formal schooling of Indonesian children.” 

The first schools estabUshed under this act were opened only to the 

S 1 T 5 ^ West Java, these schools were caUed 

Sekolah Men^ and m Sumatra, Sekolah Radja, meaning schools for 

™ "■’“'y- Tte .duedon given ,o dds cl„, had a profound effect 
Sa, Lhd'” u b. unlfoe .he 

lldm Th“c of Indonesia became nadonahst 

iead fmT' Tjohroaminoto; jus. as the fiL woman L 

C^of '^epar ™ ‘^"Sht.r of foe 

lanfin' represented only a fragment of the total popu- 

hmit^°fo reforms of 1848, education was still 

tiT^ ^ ^ aristocratic famihes. In the late 1930s, only 

furtlf of primary educltion 
only “ was made even more so because 

eSdtursue^'^'"'" acquainted with the use of the Dutch language 

learlg ' “ institution of Ifighfr 

ofT^ooo'^an^ “*^1 an attendance 

2 . 500 ’studems "n'aU 7rT'“ -'T' 

ung. These six colleges had seventeen hundred 
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students and forty-two professors; of the latter only two were 
Indonesian. 

If students from other islands wished to attend university, they had 
to come to Java. And if students wished to go abroad, they had to go 
to Holland. At the elementary level the curriculum was based on the 
principle of concordancy with the schools in the Netherlands. The 
Indonesian student had to memorize every creek and village in the 
Netherlands. At the higher level, the objective of education during 
the Dutch period was directed not towards the achievement of men 
capable and rehable, but towards men capable and obedient. 

Commenting on the legacy that the Dutch Colonial Government 
left to the new RepubHc, the Secretary-General of the Education 
Ministry, M. Hutasoit, told the Conference: 

“In 1945, after three hundred and fifty years of colonial domination, 
ninety-three per cent of the people were iUiterate. There were only 
a hundred Indonesian physicians; less than a hundred Indonesian 
engineers; and in a nation dependent upon the efficiency of its land 
productivity, there were only ten Indonesian agricultural experts.” 

When the Indonesian Government came to power, it provided in 
the 1945 Constitution that every citizen is entitled to an education. 
This right to obtain an education stirred the people far beyond the 
expectations of the government officials. No one had really evaluated 
correctly the deep longing that the Indonesians had for education; a 
privilege denied them for so many years. The people were hungry for 
schooling; thirsty for knowledge; and so the inexperienced govern- 
ment found itself swamped with demands for primary, secondary and 
university education. 

Everyone wanted to go to school. The ordinary people beheved 
that education would protect them from evil and help to remedy all 
ills. In the United States, a hundred years before, the working people 
felt the same way. A group of mechanics meeting in Pennsylvama 
declared that, “Education is necessary to enable us to raise us from that 
state of ignorance and poverty, and consequently of vice and wretched- 
ness and woe, to which we have been degraded by the subtle and 
deceitful machinations of the crafty and wicked.” 

In the 1840s, a meeting of the Carpenters* Union in New Jersey passed 
this resolution: “Education alone and that generally diffijsed is the 
only prop that will support the fabric of democracy from being crushed 
beneath the weight of a monopolized and monied aristocracy. 
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Indonesia, emerging &om a period of turbulence heard the same 
cry. The words of those men and women in the United States, who 
had proclaimed that, “Only by procuring for all children in the 
muon free education would working men be able to preserve the 
Republic from the dangers of foreign invasion and domestic infringe- 
ment, were echoed a century later in the Indonesian Education Act of 
1950, which declared: “For the unity of the people, the Government 

supphes the need of general education based on the intensification of 
me national consciousness.” 

After mdependence, most of the Dutch teachers returned to Holland. 
10 m^e up for this, primary schoolteachers were asked to work in 
secon^^ schools, and those who had been teaching in the secondary 
^hools became university instructors; while young men and women 
th only a smattermg of learrung were mobilized to teach the elemen- 
schoolchJdren. At the same time normal schools were created 

iKlcLr 

School buil^gs were erected through “gotong rojong” or coUec- 
ve effort by the whole community for a common goal. The women’s 
frif^^^t*^* particularly active in this programme. One of my 

ould save aU my empty bottles for her. She explained that with the 
prirSv scWl^^ sale of bottles, her organization planned to build a 

kteTSen r “1! “months 

witi lood fa^tii”' ^ 

Ov« fouTbrnr T" ^<^hools. 

teacher r '-‘h 5.000 

teachers 2 d ,0 ° 800 

the main island ’°°° Moreover these schools are located on all 

tne mam islands, not only on Java. 

secondary schools are the foundation of 

universitks coZ -'''T ^^t^ependence seven new 

than .n 2 forty-two faculties with an enrolment of more 

- crd^rc of ^e 

A^or? * Jogjakarta and Airlangga in Surabaja. 

‘lays the in the revolutionary 

Humanity LcS principles of which are: Belief in God; 

S^ocial Justice; NaUonal Consciousness and Democracy 
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Named after the Prime Minister of the Madjapahit Empire, the 
University has more than 12,000 students. Those studying law, 
economy and poUtical science, hear lectures in what was once the 
glamorous ballroom of the Sultan’s palace, for he gave this part of 
the kraton to the University. 

In Surabaja, the Airlangga University is named after King Airlangga, 
who, like President Sukarno was part Balinese and part Javanese. He 
ruled in the tenth century, uniting Bali and Java. After thirty years he 
abandoned his throne, and in true Hindu fashion went -with his guru 
into the woods seeking truth and absolution. Because of his god-Hke 
ways, it is said that Airlangga was the re-incamation of the all-powerful 
Hindu God, Shiva. So the symbol of the Airlangga University shows 
the King riding on a Garuda, while beneath his feet a snake guards a 
jar containing the elixir of Hfe — which is knowledge. 

The President of Airlangga University is A. G. Pringgodigdo, whose 
father was the Regent of Tuban. Rather than spend a life in the pursuit 
of pleasure, although he is a man who enjoys pleasure, he determined 
to become an administrator. And so he went to Holland where he 
studied law. When he returned to Java he became an outstanding 
administrator. One of his Dutch colleagues said to him: “You are the 
kind of man we would be proud to have as a citizen of our country. 
Why don’t you become a Dutch citizen?” To this, Pringgodigdo 
rephed: “If you are ready to confer Dutch citizenship on every Indo- 
nesian, then I, too, will accept the offer. But until that day comes, I 
shall remain an Indonesian.” 

After the revolution, Pringgodigdo was appointed as a legal adviser 
to the Interim Government in Jogjakarta. Later, he became Dean of the 
Law School and then the first President of Airlangga University in 
1954. Besides the three colleges in Surabaja that are affihated to the 
University, there is the Faculty of Education in Malang, a lovely city 
about two hours’ drive from Surabaja; and the Udayana Literary 
Faculty in Denpasar, BaU, which was formally opened in 1959- 

In addition to the seven imiversities, there are also fifteen State 
Academies with 2,000 students, and twenty-seven private msdtutions 
of higher learning with more than 3,000 students. 

The teaching staff at the university level is almost all Indonesian, 
except for a few foreign professors who have been invited to come and 
teach. The sixty-four Indonesian professors are hard pressed because 
they must teach at many different faculties. In order to keep on schedule 
they go by plane from one college to another and as these colleges are 
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located on different islands, it involves quite a bit of travelling. Be- 
cause of this the students call the professors the “flying gurus”. But 

such levity where a professor is concerned is rare, because the professor 
enjoys an exalted status. 

Like Ins Dutch predecessor, he occupies the same high position, 
tadependence, nationaHsm, guided democracy, all bow before him. 

he professor stands alone at the head of the department. There are no 
assoaate or assistant professors. Sometimes students act as assistants 
and they supermtend the practical work while the professor gives the 
lectures ^d the exammations, which are the be-all and end-all of the 
c^rse. One of the foreign experts attending the Conference asked: 
How IS a professor appointed?” An official of the Ministry of Educa- 
tion Mswered: First, the tentative appointee must be approved by the 
Faculty; then by the Senate of the University and the University 

wh!n T’u Djakarta and only 

Tppointe? 

forH?n comphcated question, the 

profeslrr” TV, again and asked: “How do you get rid of a 

Lkr for th p"" T professor; it was 

Secretarv of Louis XVI. After a long pause, the 

“If a Mimstry accepted the challenge and repHed: 

isLa^ competent, the only way we can get rid of him 

To ^ ^gher position in the Ministry of Education.” 

particijrr\v r laughter: “That 

paracular system is not unknown to us either.” 

n this note the Conference was adjourned for the day. 

morning when the session started it was very hvely. 

In Indonesk^wv!’ interested in medical problem! 

of medical ffttestion 

urgency. 

saZ ddeleriour ffh 

incapacitated as tS. Indonesians. In fact, they were more 
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pillow that is found on every bed in Indonesia. Once, when a Javanese 
went to visit Thailand, he was disconcerted not to find such a pillow 
on his bed. And so he called the room clerk and asked for a Dutch wife. 
To which the clerk rephed: “I can assure you, sir, Thai wives are much 
better.” 

Unlike the Indonesians who bathed many times a day in the river, 
the Dutch settlers thought of bathing as a way to die young. When the 
commander of one of the garrisons passed a rule to the effect that his 
soldiers must bathe, it was countermanded by the Government which 
forbade forcing the soldiers of the garrison to take a bath once a week. 

The Dutch settlers also made the mistake of digging canals, for the 
canals became pest-holes of infection. One year after a canal was dug 
near Batavia, hundreds of Dutch citizens became ill and died, perhaps 
from malaria, possibly from cholera. In the 1770s, when Captain Cook 
was in Batavia he wrote: “Death means nothing here. The only com- 
ment on the death of a fellow citizen is: well, he owed me nothing, or 
I must get my money from his executors.” 

The one preventive in which everyone beheved was gin. But as the 
situation changed, though gin remained popular, higher standards of 
hving and improved medical care lowered the mortaHty rate for the 
Dutch settlers in Indonesia. During the nineteenth century many 
Dutch famihes moved to the hills where the cHmate was much healthier. 
Doctors came from the Netherlands to look after their welfare. Samta- 
tion was improved in the Dutch section of the towns. By the beginning 
of the twentieth century, the average death rate for Europeans in 
cities of Indonesia was generally only sUghdy higher than in the towns 
of Europe. 

But among the Indonesians, health standards deteriorated. The move 
to the cities was hazardous for them because they Hved in slum 
districts. Over-crowding and maln utrition lowered their abihty to 
withstand serious illness. Lack of sanitation increased insect-bom, food- 
bom and water-bom diseases. Those who remained in the villages 
were not much better off for they suffered from malaria, filariasis and 
yaws. But it was the plantation workers who were the most tragic 
victims of indifference and neglect, and it was this group which had 

the highest mortaHty rate from tuberculosis. 

During the Japanese occupation the health of the people was at the 
lowest ebb in the history of the country. There was very Httle food. 
Hours of work were increased. All medical suppHes were requisitioned 
for the Japanese armies. And the Japanese went out of their way to 
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persecute doctors, believing them to be the intellectual leaders of the 
resis^ce movement. When one of our medical friends incurred the 
wrath of a Japanese officer, he was saved only because the commander 
interfered and shouted at his subordinate: “Be careful, you fool. He is 
the only venereal disease speciahst on the island of Sumatra.” 

After mdependence, the Government had to cope with many serious 
and difficdt problems in the field of pubKc health. For all practical 
purposes there were no doctors, nurses, pharmacists, analysts or trained 
midwives. In addition, because of the terrible years of the Japanese rule 
he nutritional status of the people was unsatisfactory, thus affecting 

dise^es “dant mortahty rate as well as resistance to common 
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At the m enrolment in 1959 was 1,500 students. 

sitv of Ind “ Djakarta, one of the faculties of the Univer- 

ofCahfoL? o’ arranged in 1954 with the University 

a carlful selecril^ ° ^^^tituted by the California team was 

largTnumbt of Ll P— ' ^he 

thifd-year students occurred among the first-, second- and 

was permitted to any graduate of a high school 

rule du^^onl d ^ nniversity. Although a very democratic 

tremendous ck^ especiaUy in the medical colleges, where 

difficult. standards of scholarship made teaching 

amount^o/p^L^T”^ also shortened the curriculum; increased the 

examinations comm I ^ the laboratory and clinic; and made 

tug the Dutch natt^ of the term. In Indonesia, follow- 

until they feVp“T’ permitted to put off examinations 

twenty-one women^^"^^ J "^^T-seven students, including 

ty women graduated as the first class that had been brought 
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Up under the afiiliation, and by far the largest single group to graduate 
at one time from the medical college. 

Describing the graduation ceremony to the Conference, one of the 
speakers said that each student took an oath, similar to the Hippo- 
cratic oath, promising not to divulge any secrets they might learn 
from their patients. The Christians swore by putting their right hand 
on the Bible. The Muslims stood under the Koran, which was held 
overhead by a religious teacher. The Hindu-Balinese students were 
garlanded and sprinkled with holy water by a Brahman priest. But 
the “free-thinkers”, only promised. 


The afternoon session was devoted to a discussion of mass education. 
The first attempt was made in 1908 by a physician from Jogjakarta, 
Dr. Wahidin Sudirohusodo, who beheved that only through mass 
education could the Indonesians reach a state comparable to that of the 
Japanese. Like many intellectuals, he was greatly influenced by the 
defeat the Russians suflered at the hands of the Japanese in 1905. This 
event had tremendous repercussions throughout Asia, for it was the 
first time that the superiority of the white man had been successfully 
challenged. 

Dr. Wahidin toured all ofjava, urging every educated person to take 
an active part in teaching others. As a result of his efforts, the “Budi 
Utomo”, which means seeking perfection, came into being on the 
twentieth of May, which is celebrated as the Day of National Awaken- 
ing. We had seen a parade in Surabaja on that occasion. Hundreds of 
high school boys and girls, dressed in white and riding bicycles took 
part in the procession. 

The cycles were formed into brigades and each group had chosen a 
special flower as its emblem. The girls wore this flower in their hair, 
and also decorated the wheels and handlebars of their cycles with the 
same flowers. So there was the Rose Brigade; the African Daisy 
Brigade; the Aster Brigade and the Carnation Brigade. Following the 
cycles, were an equal number of beg'aks decorated with flags and 
banners. The beyak drivers, thin and poorly dressed, were in singular 
contrast to the girls, who were radiant with youth and beauty. Life, 
which had dealt harshly with the begak drivers, had barely touched 
the girls. It was interesting to see this friendship between the students 
and the working people which had been imtiated by the Budi Utomo 
movement. 

Another stimulus to mass education came firom Raden Mas Suwardi 
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Suqaningrat, of the royal house of Paku Alam. Forced to curtail his 
nadouahst activities, he went to Holland where he studied educational 
methods. When he returned he started a number of schools known as 
“Taman Siswa”, the student’s garden. These schools, like Tagore’s 
Shantiniketan in Bengal, represented an attempt to blend the science 
of the west with the culture of the east. By 194O) there were more than 
two hundred and fifty such schools located on the main islands. They 
were banned during the Japanese occupation. 

After independence, the seeds sown by Dr. Wahidin and Raden 

Mas Suwardi prospered. Today, as a result of the effort of the women’s 

organizations and the Government, more than fifty per cent of the 

Indonesian people can read and write. One of our Indian friends, a 

weaving master in the Government factory producing sugar bags 

from Rosella, a plant resembling jute, was amazed when he found that 

every worker there could sign his name. In the jute factory in Bengal, 

where he had worked before, less than a hundred of his two thousand 

employees could do this; all the rest used thumb prints as identification 
marks. 

One of the main reasons why literacy has become so widespread in 
such a short time is that Bahasa Indonesia can be learned quickly and 
easily. As one of the members of the Education Conference pointed 
out, Bahasa Indonesia is phonetic, written in Latin script and employs 
only twenty-one letters. Although it has always been a medium of 
speech among the traders of Malaya and Indonesia, the language did not 
come into popular use until the time of the Japanese invasion. Having 
banned Dutch, the Japanese found it impossible to substitute their own 
language. So, for purely selfish reasons they encouraged the use of 
Bahasa Indonesia. This in turn, helped to forge a bond of unity among 
the people living on different islands, as before that time most of them 

spoke only their mother tongue, such as Javanese, Sundanese 
Madurese, Sumatran, Balinese, etc. 

B^iasa Indonesia is a growing language. Without hesitation, words 

are borrowed from Arabic, Sanscrit, Urdu, Javanese, Dutch, Portu- 

pese and English. Because of the progress the language has made in 

Indonesia, the Government of Malaya decided to change the Malayan 

script from Arabic to Ladn; to accept those words wliich have been 

incorporated mto Bahasa and to. obtain instructors in the language 
irom Indonesia. ° 

neither tenses nor 

genders. It is pronounced as written with few exceptions. The “dj” 
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is pronounced as a in English; the “g” is like “ch”; and “j” is 
pronounced like “y**- That is the reason Djakarta is sometimes spelled 
Jakarta; Tjirebon as Cheribon; and Surabaja as Surabaya. 

The most amusing aspect of Bahasa is that instead of adding an “s” 
to make the plural, the word is repeated. Thus, a child is an “anak” 
and children are “anak-anak”. Since this looks clumsy in print, it is 
written “anak^”, so that all over the newspapers there are Hterally 
hundreds of twos. 


Most pleasant for foreigners is the ease with which they can learn the 
language so that many attending the conference had a working know- 
ledge of Bahasa. For this reason the closing speech was made in Indo- 
nesian. The speaker used as his theme the inaugural address made by 
President Sukarno at the opening of the Udayana Literary Faculty in 
Bah. At the time, the President, alluding to the period when Air- 
langga was in power, declared; “We must wake up the people and tell 
them we have a glorious past; we must make them realize the sigm- 
ficance of our current struggle and finally, we must convince them 
that we will have a bright future.” 
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Chapter Fourteen 


O KE LOVELY COOL DAY during the winter month ofjuly, 1959, a 

physician from Bah, who was interested in pharmacology, 

visited my husband at his office in the Fakultas Kedokteran! 

Later, he and his princess-wife came to our house. She was a tiny, 

iMguorous beauty with a splendid figure and soft Polynesian features 

that might have been painted by Gauguin. While we were having tea 

she said, in charming but stilted EngUsh: “I do hope that you will be 

able to come to Bah next month and attend the cremation of my 
grandfather.” ^ 

“I am so sorry to hear about your grandfather,” I answered feeling 
that some pohte rejoinder was necessary. 

“There is no need for you to be sorry,” she rephed. “Grandfather 

has been dead for twenty-five years, and it is only now that we can 
afford to have him cremated.” 

Do you mind if I ask where he has been all these years?” 

“Buried, of course,” she answered. “But being buried is only a 
temporary state. Every Bahnese must be cremated. Only then can 
the soul of the departed be purified and hberated. As we belong to a 
noble family, we have to make provision for some of his friends as 

weU. We would not like him to be alone when he starts on his last 
journey, the final stage before reincarnation.” 

“How many friends will accompany him?” I asked 
“Thirty-four.” 

^ That should be quite enough.” 

“It is enough,” the princess agreed, “but not nearly as many as 

would have accompanied a man Hke my grandfather in the old days. 

hen a person of his eminence would have had at least a hundred 

compamons. It is too bad that we are not as weU off as our ancestors ” 
She added, sighing. * 

‘But why is the cremation so expensive?” I inquired. “In India 

o?roney^”^‘^“' ^ ^ ‘^^ai 

with Bah, for they are very different ” 
.h= husband of the princes, replied. He w„ bLt 
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western dress could not conceal that softness and delicacy which is 
characteristic of Balinese, men as well as women. Dark eyes; long, 
sweeping lashes; a well-formed nose; and heart-shaped Hps over pearly 
white teeth that had obviously been filed to form a straight line; all set 
within the framework of a round, beardless face, made him appear like 
a youth, although his age must have been at least forty. 

“Many people,’* he declared, “who do not know much about Bali 
assume that its culture is very much like that of India. Superficially that 
is so, because we are also Hindus. But basically, because of certain geo- 
graphic, racial and historic factors, our Hinduism has developed in its 
own fashion. 

“The people of Bah are almost all rice farmers who work hard for a 
hving, but they have never been subject to starvation or extreme 
poverty. Nature has been unbehevably generous and bountiful to Bah. 
So wonderful does a Balinese find his life that he beheves when he dies, 
the first heaven to which he will be allowed entrance before re- 
incarnation, will be exactly like Bah. 

“Even our ceremonies are not the same as those practised by Indian 
Hindus. W^e do not consider a wedding of special importance, but a 
fine cremation is an absolute necessity, and the reason it is so expen- 
sive,” he explained, “is because of the elaborate preparations that must 
be made beforehand, and the large number of guests who are invited. 
And because we are a rich Brahman family, we must arrange for the 

cremation of others from our village.’ 

“But if there is no wealthy family in the village, how can the 

ordinary B alin ese afford such a cosdy afiair? I asked. 

The doctor, still smiling, rephed; “That is quite simple. A 
munity ceremony is arranged in which the financial burden is share 

byaU.” . , 

“Is there a special month or day when the cremation must take 

place?” , . t u 

“There is,” the princess repHed, “and the auspicious date is set by the 

Brahman priest. But he has to take the financial situation of the family 

into consideration as well.” • i» t a 

“What a difficult problem, and what a sad occasion, I murmured, 

revealing the typical attitude of a westerner towards financial prob- 
lems and death. ^ 

“Not sad at all,” the princess corrected me. On the contrary, it is a 

day of Joy. For on this day, those we love are finally freed from earthly 
cares.” 
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Having said this, she and her husband rose and asked for permission 
to take thek leave as they had several other calls to make before return- 
ing to Bah. Just as they were leaving, the princess said again: “Don’t 
forget, we will be expecting you in our village for the ceremony.” 

And so in August, we decided to visit Bah : the Magic Isle, the Isle 
of the Gods, the Isle of Romance, the Enchanted Isle, ah extravagant 
names, but not one rich enough to capture the fascination of that land 
of golden dreams where two milhon people hve and work, and are 
incapable of producing anything that is not artistic. 

Most tourists going to Bah, either fly from Djakarta to the largest 
and most important city, Denpasar, or go by ship which lands at the 
capital city, Singaradja. But we thought it would be more interesting 
to drive, for then we could follow the route taken by those nobles of 
Java who not wishing to become Mushms, had migrated to Bah in 
the fifteenth century. They took with them their poets, dancers, actors, 
craftsmen, soldiers and priests, and they systematicahy preserved their 
^aent Javanese-Hindu culture. So even today. Bah is a mirror re- 
flection of what hfe must have been like in Java hundreds of years 
ago. ^ 


The Javanese nobflity who fled to Bah belonged to the Kshatriya 

caste as they were the warriors and rulers. Their scholars and priests 

were Brahinam, and togedier they attempted to control the economic 

Md pohtical destiny of the Balinese by introducing the caste system. 

They designated the ordinary Balinese, who were of Polynesian origin 

Md who constituted ninety per cent of the population, as “sudr^” 

low-caste people. But the Balinese ignored this designation, as long 

before the advent of the Javanese, they had estabhshed their own 
anstocracy, based on village lineage. 

The Javanese rulers also tried to wrest the land away from the 
coUective village control. Many Balinese heroes, such as the romantic 
Ujajapana arose to challenge the new aristocracy. But even today the 
question ot land ownership remains unsettled. 

Before we left for our vacation on the Magic Isle, we calculated that 
we would need at least five thousand rupiahs. We took four thousand 

.Ln. could be 

tLf unaware of the dark fiscal future 

that awaited us, we left Surabaja late in the morning and drove to- 

easternmost tip of 

name A^a"' high-sounLg 

sun Hotel, and the next mommg took the landing-ship 
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that plies back and forth across the two-mile stretch of water that 
separates the islands. 

On the LST there was room for about six cars and thirty people. 
Although the BaU straits were as smooth as a lake, some of the women 
and children were sea-sick. The Balinese do not like the sea and con- 
sider it the haunt of evil and danger. They avoid crossing any body of 
water and in the old days Balinese refused to become sailors. The sea, 
which has always attracted the adventurers of the world, with its 
promise of new vistas, has never had any lure for the Balinese. They 
turn their backs on the sea and gaze in reverence at the mountains 
from whence come all things that are good. 

Aboard the LST every sailor was Javanese, except one, a Balinese 
whose good looks were sUghtly marred by a spUt Hp. To hide this 
defect he wore a moustache and a small, pointed beard, made popular 
in South-East Asia by President Ho Chi-minh. This sailor had especially 
fine hands which had not been spoiled by his rough sailor s work, and 
as I watched him moving quickly and gracefully from one part of the 
httle ferry to another, I thought he seemed more Hke an artist than a 
sailor. 

After an hour and a half we reached Gilimanuk on the Bali side. 
We had a great deal of trouble getting our car up the soft, black vol- 
canic sand to the road. Fi nall y a rope was tied to the car, and more than 
twenty men, amidst shouts of laughter as though they were playing a 
game, succeeded in getting the car across the sand. Much to our sur- 
prise, we had to check with the Customs office, a formaUty which is 
required when going from one Indonesian island to another. 

Our first impression of BaU was disappointing as the terrain was dry 
and barren. There is Htde water in the western part of the hland ^d 
most of the inhabitants are Madurese, not Balinese. Our disappoint- 
ment turned to chagrin when we hit the first bump, and this was just 
the beginning, because we had to drive for seventy-two kilometres 
on a road as rough as a river bed. The only bright moments were ^ 
we passed the road workers, lovely Balinese girls wearing large, w te 
garden party hats to protect them from the sun; their long, b c air 

hanging to dieir waists. i i - u 

Just when we were losing hope, we came to a fine paved nig way, 

and within a few moments we were driving through scenery so 

startling and so magnificent that it did not seem to be real. On one side 

of us were the mountains, tall, dark, sombre volcanoes. On e ot er 

was the Indian Ocean, its huge grey waves pounding the black sand. 
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Eve^here we looked were rows and rows of sinuous and winding 
paddy terraces, stretching from the sea to the mountains, and aU i^ 
^fierent stages of cultivation. The terraces were exactly as that warm- 
hearted Mexican artist and writer, Miguel Covarrubias, had described 
them twenty years before: “like flights of gigantic stairs.” 

Some of the paddy fields had been filled with water and fat, downy 
ducks floated on the surface. Others had just been transplanted and the 
young blades of nee were still chartreuse in colour. Where the rice had 
matured, it looked as though an improvident Jeweller had scattered 

Chinese jade. And where the rice had already been harvested the caked 
mud was a deep, velvety brown. 

There is an ancient fable that the people of Bah did not have rice but 
only the juice of sugar-cane as food. “Then the male god of fertflity 
and water, Wisnu, came to earth in disguise in order to provide the 
Bahnese with better food. He raped an unwilling Mother Earth to 
ertil^e her and give birth to rice, and she became known as Sanghyang 
Ibu Prenwi, the Smitten Grandmother. Then Wisnu made war on 
Indra, the Lord of the Heavens, to induce him to teach men how to 
pow nee. Thus, as the prmciple source of life and wealth and as a gift 
torn the gods, rice was bom from the cosmic union of the divine male 
and female creative forces represented in earth and water.” 

It IS rice that has determined the social organization of Bah. Except 
where the predatory Javanese nobles, after years of intrigue, succeeded 
in gaimng control of the land, the paddy fields belong to the village 

g . The Bahnese farmers are members of a co-operative society 

lanTI^r determine the amount Sf 

c“eMv ^“Itivator. If the field is not tended 

that mrtied^rf 

X f^“ier and give it to someone else. 

Orders pven by the subak must be obeyed for they represent the 
dec Sion of the group. In Bah, even more than in Java, the spirit of 

toe people. A villager often gives his labour for the good of the com- 

tionaUalim fill ^t" protection. This organiza- 

^onal pattern is not confined to agriculture but extends to the arts as 

supponed W bamt'" " 

wftLut wahs ^ 1^^ I, ‘’y “ but 

wahs. It IS here that matters of vihage importance are 
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discussed. Near the council house there is a huge gong which is sounded 
if an emergency arises. Once a month, instead of meeting in the 
coimcil house, an assembly is held in a shed situated in the middle of 
the rice field. This small shrine, owned by the subak, is dedicated to the 
gods who watch over the rice fields. As we drove, we saw many of 
these tiny, open pavilions with thatched roofs, held up by two living 
trees, one at each end, their branches extending upwards and outwards, 
so that the shrine is always protected by this green, leafy shade. 

We arrived in Denpasar at sundown, and as we entered the city my 
husband began driving slower and slower. This puzzled me as he is 
usually not so concerned with traffic regulations. Then I noticed what 
had attracted his attention. In front of us there was a bicycle, and seated 
on it was a yoimg man, ped allin g furiously. Just behind him was a 
beautiful girl, and on her head was a large water jug which she was 
holding in place with her hand, her right arm curved in an arc above 
her body. She wore an ankle-length Balinese sarong and that was all. 
As the cycle sped along the uneven road, her large, full breasts bumped 
up and down. Totally unaware of the picture she presented, her only 
interest was in keeping the water jug safely on her head. 

Nothing in Denpasar was as impressive as the total absence of be- 
tjaks. We were surprised, for in most of the cities of Java, the begaks 
comprise the main form of transportation. But here in Denpasar, there 
was not a single one. Nor did we see any man pulling heavy loads. 
Later we learned that the Balinese consider it undignified for a human 
being to do the work of a draft animal, and for that reason begaks 
have never been allowed on the island. 

We did not stay in the city as we had made arrangements to spend 
our vacation at the annexe of the BaH Hotel, situated on the beach at 
Sanur. Arriving there we foimd a note from our friends, who had 
written that we should come to their village that very night in order to 
see the preparations being made for the cremation which was to take 
place the next day. 

Soon after dinner, we drove to the village. It was the night of the 
full moon. As we wended our way along the edge of the volcanic 
mountains, the island seemed like a techmcolor film. But even a 
Hollywood producer would hesitate to show a moon as dazzling as the 
Bali moon; stars as bright as the Bali stars; or sand as black as the Bali 
sand. Even the most imaginative stage designer would be reluctant to 
create a set in which sculptured paddy-fields glistened in the moonlight 

like diamonds set in platinum. 
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It was not late, but the countryside was already quiet and only the 

croaking of frop c^turbed the stillness of the night. But when we 

came -pthm sight of the village, there was as much commotion as if it 

were the imddle of a market day. All of the activity was centred around 

the temple In the courtyard there were hundreds of men gambline 
with dice. It rermnded us of the Kasada festival. ^ ^ 

^ 1 ^ the courtyard, we were met by the Balinese physician and his 
wife. He was m traditional dress which especiaUy suited him. The 
prmpss wore a fine batik, and over it a blouse of French lace Around 
h„ ,h. had ded a wida ,aah. which h ™ 

won.™ go ,o , ha temple. In hat hair thate wata flowatt of golA 

In the centre ofthis inner court there was a wooden olatform -.Ur. ^ 

one storey Ingh, and seated on the top was a Brahman^priest. He wL 
c anting m Sanscnt, obhvious to all the noise directly under him and 
there was a great deal. For just below the priest, a huge turtle was bein? 
eased by the children. The pleasant life of the turde was c^Sn^f 

^^JhA large pot of water, set on a charcoal fire, was being p.epS 
At ten o’clock, the gamelan orchestra began playing and our bncf 

St" A ?een 

had been placed at one end of the court and mo-!t of ^ 

spted on the ground in front of it. We walked behind tb 
there we met the master of the Wayang a lem 

waist but wearing a sarong and a Bahne!; head-drT H^fwas sL d 
cross-legged, next to the screen. Hanging just at the level of b I j 
was a large oil lamp, ready a kettle wfth f S L^e Tb' 

twtoml: h JSS "‘■f " * “‘“"8" P'O- 

drama began the i,- • screen. Long before the 

or SIX hours. Theu he chewed herd iu contmuously for five 

After that he offered prayers to the d d ™otc strength. 

w£ Si“eX;r — Hfrtootntri? 
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sharp sticks and the Wayang master placed each stick in the stem of a 
banana tree which was lying across the foot of the screen. He put the 
good puppets to his right and the evil ones to his left. But each puppet, 
good or evil, was as ugly as sin. There are many explanations for this. 

The Wayang Kulit had its origin in 
period. At this time, the puppets looked like people. But with the 
advent of Islam, the Javanese were forbidden to present the Wayang 
Kuht because the puppets resembled human beings; and such repre- 
sentation is forbidden by the Koran. To circumvent this proscription, 
the Javanese deformed the figures imtil they had no resemblance to 
hving things. And when they did this, the orthodox Muslims no longer 
objected to the performances. 

The Wayang Kuht is a drama which represents the constant struggle 
between the forces of good and the forces of evil. The stories are taken 
from the Ramayana and the Mahabharata, But, over the years, Javanese 
legends have been added and rowdy clowns introduced. The clowns 
comment on all matters, not excluding the economic condition of the 
country and the affairs of pubHc persons. 

When the performance began, the master took a lacy, gilded leaf 
and drew it across the screen with a twirling motion, creating a dancing 
shadow. This meant that the drama was about to begin. When the 
puppet was a god or a kin g, the dalang spoke in Sanscrit, but when a 
clown was on the screen he spoke in Balinese. This enabled the audience 
to follow the story. Not oiJy did the master use his voice and both 
hands, but also his right foot, with which he tapped out a curious 
rhythm, banging a piece of horn against the side of the wooden box 
which had contained the puppets. 

Later, we went in front of the screen and sat on the ground. The 
grotesque, shadowy puppets, speaking in high, unnatural voices, capti- 
vated our attention. The B alin ese children as well as the adults were 
as enchanted as if this were the first time they had seen the perform- 
ance. I found it interesting that in the middle of the twentieth century, 
this puppet drama should be able to compete against the ubiquitous 


Central Java, during the Hindu 


cinema. , 

It was nearly two in the morning when we left the courtyard and 

the next day we had to start out at seven o clock. Following the in- 
structions of our host we went to an exquisite Hindu-Balinese temple. 
Thousands of people were aheady assembled there. The village women 
had come bearing wonderful combinations of fruits and flowers, artis- 
tically arranged in pyramids on top of bamboo s t ands. 
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After a while we heard the sound of the “kulkul”. This is a hoUowed 

tree trunk, carved in the shape of a demon, and beaten on all cere- 

momal occasions. When the last note of the kulkul died away the pro- 

cession appeared. Hundreds of singing, dancing, cheering men, women 

and children came towards us, every colour in the rainbow blended in a 

riotous display. So quickly did the drummers pound that the notes 

seemed to be tumbling over one another. Flags and banners waved in 

tl^ breeze. The woinen, walking like goddesses, carried sacrificial 
ottenngs on their heads. 

Suddenly we heard loud cries of excitement, the funeral tower was 

bemg pulled to the appointed place by hundreds of men. The tower 

was at least menty times as taU as the men, and. like a skyscraper, it 

dominated the entire scene. This edifice was a fantastic creation of 

wood, tmsel, mirrors, cotton wool and paper flowers. On the back 

there was an image of Bhoma, the Son of the Earth, with his mouth 

open, bs fangs bared and his wmgs outstretched as though to en- 
compass the world. ^ 

The tower was divided into three symboHc parts. The lower part 

am^nriF ^j^ch 

among the Bahnese is always associated with the sea. The middle part 

'"ft “ 

meet m an ever-sbfting pattern. At tbs level of the tower, a special 
bon^°""F-^f ‘padmasan” had been constructed to carr^ the 

m5‘ r"l “ "PP" P"' “f*' towerXo- 

High above at the very crest of the tower, were the Chinese-like 
The°stb« ^ die caste of the family. 

seven irthTfir r ^ ^ ^ ^shatriyas five or 

p^g and tuggmg the stately tower was finally fixed m the propfr 
pl^e Soon thereafter a taU. wooden bridge was placed agaS^ 

and hald,.rf Cliristmas gifts, were taken from the padmasan 

on rfrirf d'° p™" ">'» ™ "“‘“"s 

of an open shed containbg carved wooden ammals It 
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was in these creatures that the remains were placed and finally burned. 
Brahman bones are put, of course, in the sacred cow, Kshatriya bones 
in a winged Hon, Vaisya bones in a deer and Sudra bones in a fish. 
Ofierings were also placed on the floor of the shed so that the animals 
stood deep in flowers and fruits. 

After these preparations, there was a short interlude while the game- 
lan played, tea was served, and the Brahman priest did an intricate 
dance. Then precisely at two o'clock, kerosene was poured over the 
tower and the flame applied. The beautiful edifice, which had taken 
weeks of concentrated labour to construct, caught fire immediately, 
and waves of heat assailed us as the flames quickly spread. The people 
watched anxiously to see which way the tower would fall. Fortunately 
it toppled in an auspicious direction, and there was an audible sigh of 
rehef. 

Just as the tower was crumbling, the priest set fire to the shed in 
which the animals were standing. But he did not use kerosene, which is 
forbidden for such a purpose. Instead he used a piece of bamboo that 
had been dipped in fat and set on fire with the aid of a magnifymg glass 
held in the suidight. Soon the cows, hons and deer fell; their painted 
faces resting on the flowers; their Picasso-like eyes gazing at the clear 
blue sky. When they were completely consumed the cremation was 
over. Only the smell of charred cloth and wood filled the air. 

Within a few moments the grounds were empty, as though no one 
had ever been there. The Balinese left to take part in a great feast that 
was to be held in the village, where they would eat the turde who had 
been teased by the children the night before. The tourists hurried away, 
shaken by the dramatic intensity of the event. 

Forty-two days later, there would be another ceremony in which 
the ashes would be placed in golden urns. These would be carried to the 
sea-shore and put on small sailing boats which would go far from the 
shore, so that the souls of those who had departed could not return 
to the land. This would be the finale. The Balinese beUeve that 
relatives, who have become deities, will always watch over them, with 
the same loving interest as when they were human beings and lived on 

the beautiful island of Bali. 

When we returned to Denpasar, my husband suddenly stopped the 
car. There in the window of an art shop, was a painting of a cremation. 

It was as bold, weird and exciting as the ceremony itself. 
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chapter Fifteen 

A LTHOUGH we had been impressed by the painting of the 
/-% CTemation, it had not prepared us for the treasure we were to 

entered the smaU art gaUery. For there, dis- 
played on the walls were pamtmgs of such beauty and strength that it 
took our breath away. 

Dunng our stay in Surabaja, we had seen many paintings by Indo- 
nesian artists, for this is a land where pictures are bought and sold like 
any ordinary commodity. There are paintings for sale in bookshops- 
grocer stores; restaurants and bazaars. Along the main street of any 

nrir? ° oil-paintings can be bought for less than the 

p ce of a pair of shoes. The canvases are generally reahstic in style, 

nirt ^ framed. Pedlars come to the door hawking these 

Len ^ I ^ vegetables. They 

buverf J 'vfrh their wares and are able to find 

uyers. President Sukarno is not alone in being a collector of paintings 

who' do* ^ householder throughout the length of Java 

who does not own at least one original picture. 

But m these canvases we recognized something new and fresh- a 
J^rmc abihty to reproduce the essence of human feeling. Seeing us 

struSorTf T is aU the 

gg e for My husband said that he would hke to purchase two 

^o'coml*t^^ learned was B. Soegeng, 

was of th^ CTP foUowing day and bring the pictures. One 

around ber k il ^ woman, her long hair falling 

secret, cala^Ls To^row"^"* convulsed with some 

morning, Soegeng appeared, looking every inch an 
jauntily In ^fheld W 

he toldts mmefff T the briUiance of the sunshine, 

elderly father and ^ “ middle Java, the son of an 

dancers, neither Soep whom were itinerant 

geng nor his eight brothers and sisters were able to 
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attend school regularly. But all of them became interested in the 
arts. 

Soegeng s own life had been filled with hardship. He drifted from 
one place to another, always painting and at the same time taking 
whatever job he could find, so that he would have at least one bowl of 
rice a day. He had even worked for Indonesia’s first Prime Minister. 
Soetan Sjahrir, But he never stayed in one place very long, because he 
was determined to devote all of his energy to painting. Finally, he left 
Java and settled in a Balinese village, where he found the inspiration 
and the atmosphere he was seeking, but success eluded him as he could 
not sell his paintings. 

“You will imderstand the reason for this,” he told us in Bahasa 
Indonesia, “when you see examples of Balinese traditional painting 
and the work being done by the European artists staying here. Per- 
haps, this afternoon we can drive to Ubud, the art centre of Bali, and 
visit the museum.” 

That afternoon, on our way to Ubud, we soon realized that though 
Soegeng’s paintings were serious, he was a gay and flirtatious young 
man. Whenever we stopped, he greeted the women over twenty-five 
as “mother” and those under that age as “darling”. He seemed to be 
well known in every village and we had to stop often to meet his 
friends. 

Just before climbing the tree- and flower-studded hill that leads to 
the Ubud museum, we were stopped by a boy of about eighteen, 
who wanted to show us his sketches. He had at least a hundred water 
colours, all in the same traditional Balinese style, reminiscent of the 
work of Henri Rousseau, but with even greater attention to detail. 
When we congratulated him on his skill, and agreed to buy one of his 

water colours, he said, by way of apology: 

‘*I am Just earning my Hving by painting imtil I can do what I want 

to do.” 


W^e gazed at him in sheer disbelief, for this was certainly a new 
version of an old story. Every artist we had ever heard of had to do 
other work in order to paint, and here he was painting just to earn a 
hving”. Unable to contain myself, I asked him what he wanted to do. 
He replied: “I want to be an army officer. But after the death of my 
father I was forced to take care of my mother and sisters. The only way 
I could make enough money was to paint and sell my pictures. But 
as soon as I have enough, I will chuck this and go into the army. 

At this point, Soegeng was laughing so hard that tears had come into 
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lus eyes; You can see,” he said, “why this is called the Magic Isle. Is 
there any place else in the world where you paint for a hving while 
yearning to do something else? And if I were willing to paint in this 
formal style, I, too, would have plenty of money.” 

The yotmg boy was quite puzzled by our glee, but he was happy to 

mve sold one of his sketches and so he accompanied us to the door of 

the Museum. Built with funds donated by the Rockefeller Foundation, 

It IS a splendid, rectangular building of teak and bamboo. The paintings 

were himg artistically, but we found them disappointing. They were 

fine examples of classical Balinese art, but like the water colours, they 

were formal, unemotional and preoccupied with detail. 

Later that evemng we visited several painters. Some were from Java 

a tew from Europe and one from America. All of them were intrigued 

with Bah, but none had been able to grasp its essential character. They 

romannazed the people and turned the women into cover girls. Nor 

were their landscapes more successful as most of them looked like 

photographs Seemg these paintings, my husband remarked that perhaps 

the artists had failed because they were surrounded by too much beauty 

But if the traditional painting of BaH seems stiff and formal the 

scu pture is strikingly imaginative. This is surprising because BaHnese 

sculpture is also a traditional art, handed down from generation to 

generauon, so one would expect it to be as stylized as the painting 

But on the contrary it is brimming with originahty. There are many 

sculptors scattered throughout the island but the most famous centre 
for sculpture is m a village called Mas. 

My husband, who had studied sculpture with William Zorach in the 

all wanted to buy them 

all. What dehghted him most is the abihty of the Balinese to work in 

wood^Ito adaptabihty to each one. They use 

to hand tTc other material which comes 

S tC mL conforms to the quahty and shape 

fh.t f hnest carvings we saw was 

mvtVirtlr*r>; 1 u* ^ Ithougn many of the statues represent 

in which^S Characim, a few are pure abstractions; iiiterc,ring*lhapes 

c^ilils* typical laltnL 

.He snfjeet. to eI“lrL" “ 
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Equally interesting is the complete absence of any inhibitions. The 
Balinese, like the ancient Plindus, do not resort to camouflage but 
present sex in an open and free fashion, yet untainted by any vulgarity. 
There are carvings depicting a bird laying an egg; an animal nursing 
its yoimg or embracing its mate. The sculptors do not employ phallic 
symbols, because in their carvings the sex organs are clearly delineated, 
even exaggerated. The potency of the male is an important factor in 
Balinese mythology as well as in all the other arts, particularly the 
dance. 


Our friend Soegeng was a devotee of the dance, not to mention the 
dancers, and he insisted that we go with him to see performances in 
difierent villages. He told us that the Balinese never praise an indi- 
vidual performer, but reserve their compUments for the village. Thus 
a true Bahnese will say; “In my village we have the best Oleg dancers, 
but in my brother-in-law’s village, one can see the finest Barong.” 

Each village vies with the others to produce the finest musicians 
and dancers. These artists lead a dual life. In the daytime they must 
work for a hving, and it is only when the sun sets that they don the 
royal robes of the theatre. Because of this, there is a fusion of work and 
art which is unique. Men who toil in the paddy fields during the day, 
will enchant the tourists at night by their pohshed performances. 
Waiters in the hotels become musicians at night. Children of ordinary 
cultivators are transformed into ballerinas. When they go abroad they 
astonish audiences with their professional talent. In BaH, there are no 
amateurs; there are only professionals. And there is no folk art as dis- 
tinguished from professional art. 

While most dance performances are held at night, the Barong is 
given during the dayhght hours. So one morning we drove with 
Soegeng to a village near Denpasar where this dance drama was being 
performed. When we arrived at the temple grounds, members of the 

orchestra were already assembled; handsome young men, 

L hand-woven sarongs, spotless white shirts, and wearing the 
Bah male head-dress, a Batik square which is tied and worn in such a 
way as to disclose the character of the individual. The instruments were 
arranged in rows, and the men seated cross-legged behind them. Sud- 
denly the leader sounded the opening note and this was followed by a 
loud, sustained crash; a sound at once startling and exquisite and so 
high pitched that it was diflicult to catch the melody. 

The orchestra played for a few moments, and then from the temple 
entrance, for all Balinese dances take place in front of the temple. 


gamelan 
dressed i 
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there appe^ed a figure of such imaginative concept as to dehght the 
most sophisticated tourist. This ugly, clumsy creature with popping 
eyes and a small snapping mouth; long white hair dotted with jewels- 

romped — was the Barone, a 

mend of man. ^ 

The Barong’s most formidable enemy is the Rangda, powerful and 
cruel queen of the vntches who has been endowed with the secrets of 
black magic. The clash between the Barong and the Rangda is an 
etemd one, signifying the same basic conflict between good and evil 
which was depicted in the Wayang Kidit. The Rangda made her en- 
trance on the shoulders of a slave; her dishevelled hair reaching to her 
leet and her long tongue ending in a flame. 

Carrying the brunt of the performance were the young girl dancers 
who took the parts of the maidservants, the prince and the princess 

from eight to twelve, they thrilled the spectators 
with the brilhance of their technique. Dressed in gorgeous costumes of 
b ocade, and wearing gold-pamted cro^vns ornamented with fresh 

rangipam flowers, they had the self-confidence, the grace and elegance 
that comes from disciplined training. ° 

forTl!^'!l on their 

foreheads just above the eyebrows. Their eyes and lashes were heavily 

r^de up, for m Bahnese dance, the face remains impassive and only 

the movement of ^e eyes reveals die secret of the character who is 

bemg portrayed. TTie eyes of the children expressed every mood 

rr^l T *eir long, blackened laLs flutter!^ agai^l 

their pale cheeks like swift, smaU birds ^ 

They were equally skilful with their hands and fingers, which were 

hlnd^^^ boneless. They executed compHcated 

hand gestures; the movements being part of the sign language of the 
dance used to evoke images and emotions. ® ® 

The chmax of the drama came when the foUowers of the Barone 
decided to attack the Rangda. At the sound of a certain note the3f 

tte^Thu by joining 

fh!; P ® “'^er. The Barong realizine 

Sotea “P- niagif po-^! 

pmeSte ^le kri cLd nS 

tranL'^'arK^^ became wild, as the dancers had fallen into a 

ce. Each one was trymg to force the pointed blade of the kris into 
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his body. Even when the music stopped the dancers continued their 
frenzied acrobatics, and it was not until the Br ahm an priest sprinkled 
water on each dancer that some of them, but not all, came out of the 
trance. Thus **evil’* had triumphed but **good” still Hved to fight 
another day. 

Most Balinese dances combine the esoteric influence of the temple 
and the worldly influence of the court. They are finished products 
that have been polished for hundreds of years. But they also represent 
experimentation, for the Balinese dancers do not hesitate to blend 
traditional and modem concepts, and are constantly introducing inno- 
vations. In the entire repertoire of Balinese dance, there is only one 
which might be considered as primitive and that is the famous 
“Ketjak” dance drama which is performed either by the villagers of 
Bona or Bedulu. 

One evening we drove to Bedulu, passing over many narrow bridges 
that span deep ravines. In the rivers far below, men and women were 
bathing; the women on one side, the men on the other. Their laughter 
drifted up to us like a soft cloud of smoke. At Bedulu a huge crowd had 
collected — tourists, villagers and babies. Many of the babies had their 
heads completely shaved except for one appealing lock of hair which 
fell over the forehead and often served to hold a flower blossom. 

When it became completely dark, a huge oil lamp was lit and soon 
thereafter a hundred and fifty men appeared. They were barefoot and 
wore only short loin cloths. Each man had placed a brilliant red hibiscus 
flower behind his right ear. After a few moments, they all sat down, 
forming five or six concentric circles. There was absolute silence as the 
Brahman priest blessed them, and then, suddenly, as an arrow is shot 
from a bow, the men sat up very straight and began uttering the sharp 
cry that was to punctuate the dance like the rat-a-tat-tat of a machine- 
gun — “ketjak — kegak — ketjak”. 

No one really knows the history of this strange and powerful dance, 
performed only by men. It is the most vinle of all Balinese dances, 
devoid of any softness or feminimty. It is thought that during the 
period when animism was practised, it served as an accompaniment to 
a trance dance of virgins, who, like the Oracle of Delphi, were able to 
repeat the wishes of the gods. 

While it lasts, the dance has a hypnotic efiect. One feels caught in 
the tumultuous sway of a himdred and fifty men shouting, sometimes 
sofdy, sometimes loudly — “keyak — kegak kegak . When it is over 
the absence of this sound is devastating. The cry rang in our ears until 
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It was driven away by the natural sounds of men, talking, laughing and 

bidding each other good night. The dancers, who seemed to have been 

possessed with supernatural power, were only ordinary human beings 

And n^y of them carried their farm implements with them, when 
they left the scene of the dance. 

The next morning, while walking through the viUage, we sud- 
denly heard the ketjak call again. Then we noticed a group of httle 
boys, seated m concentric circles, practising the kegak dance. The 
leader was not more than eight years old, but he was very strict and if 
^yone niade a mistake, the group had to repeat that part of the 
dance. When the boys saw us they began giggling, but the leader soon 
put an end to such fooHshness, and the boys continued to practise 
brom this demonstration we reaHzed how the tradition of Bahnese 
dance is carried on from one generation to the next 

More than two decades ago, Miguel Covarrubias wondered whether 
Bahnese art woidd be destroyed as the outside world made its effect 
felt on the people of the islmd. He particularly feared the increasing 
number of tourists and the advent of modern technology. But his fears 
were groundless^ Despite the sweeping changes that have taken place 
Indonesia and in Bali durmg the intervening years, the rich^and 
d^amic culture of the island has neither been spoiled nor corrupted 
at IS because aU art m Bah stems from the people and belongs to 
them. There is no separation beUveen die social, economic, rehgious 
and arasnc aspects of hfe. Unlike the west, artists do not constitute a 
separate pampered entity. Dancers, musicians, painters and sculptors 

Many foreigners think of the Balinese as imaginative dreamers who 
^ve never been concerned with the mundane affairs of state, and are 
bhssfuUy unaware of pohtical forces. This concept is as naive as it ri 
inaccurate, for the Balinese have always been staunch nationahsts 
mong the Dutch, they had a reputation of being fierce and war-like 

Dmchd-H^^'”'"’ tempting economically the 

centSv^^ Tr' nineteenth 

T ^ Z ? the adjacent island of 

noXS M • foothold 
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Their next opportxinity occurred in 1904, when a small Chinese 
steamer was wrecked on the beach at Sanur. The ship was looted and 
the owner held the Dutch Government responsible for his losses. He 
demanded compensation. The Dutch tried to get this from the Raja of 
Badung, who refused. Angered by his peremptory refusal, the Dutch 
dispatched a military expedition to Bali, which landed at Sanur 
Beach. There the ships* cannons opened fire on the palace and the 
commanding officer ordered the Raja to surrender. 

Unwilling to become a captive of the Dutch, the Raja, followed by 
his wives, children and courtiers, all of whom were clad in white and 
armed with spears, advanced towards the enemy. The Dutch soldiers 
were stuimed seeing this apparition, for the women had let their hair 
down; the children wore j e wellery ; the krises of the Raja's guards, with 
their handles of pure gold embedded with rubies and diamonds, glit- 
tered in the sun. The Raja’s party continued to advance and then fell 
upon the Dutch soldiers, attacking wdthout mercy. Their commander 
ordered them to fire, and soon the field was covered wdth bodies. 
This battle was called the “puputan”, — a fight to the finish. 

By 1914, the Dutch had managed to occupy all of Bali, but their 
tenure on the island was so uncertain and attacks against them so 
savage, that they were forced to maintain a large garrison there imtQ 
the late 1930s. After the defeat of the Japanese, when the Dutch tried 
to reoccupy BaU, they foimd that a strong movement for independence 
had been organized. In order to suppress this, they sent the same Cap- 
tain Raymond Westerling who became infamous in Makassar, where 
he was also sent to put down an anti-Dutch revolt. The number of 
Balinese who were killed in the expedition led by Westerling is not 
knownti, but the people of Bah claim that more t h a n two thousand lost 
their fives, many having been machine-gunned to death. 

The changes in Indonesian society since the Republic was proclaimed 
have affected the Balinese, who have made a strenuous effort to rid 
themselves of the feudal aristocratic landlords; to start small industries 
and to expand educational facilities. But the dance; the music; the 
painting; the sculpture and the beautiful women are as touched wath 
magic as when Covarrubias lived on the island. 
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y T SEEMED like an ordinary day, although we were sad because our 

IS to an end. and early the next morning we 

Xhad to start on the long journey home. As there was nothin| to 

ndicate that Acuities were brewing, we enjoyed a swim and a 

eisurely breakfast, and afterwards took a walk along the beach 

admi^g the women who were diggmg up coral. At about fom ^ 

the afternoon we decided to drive into Denpasar and pay our biU 

manager, my husband asked if he could 
settle his account. The clerk gave him a quizzical look but said nothinl 

and in a few inoments presented him with a statement. Having checked 

i my husband then handed the clerk three thousand rupiahs.Yut one 

thousand rupiah notes. Seeing these, the clerk began lauRhine S 

^ntroUing his laughter the clerk asked; “Where have you been !ll 

“On the beach at Sanur.” 

“And you haven’t heard the news’” 

A Government regulation to replace law No of 

by the President of the Repubhc of Indonesia is called the^^’ 

Article I of th^ r , ^ ^ Rupiah looo denominations” 

Aogt “^ ooo -ooSltSe o„ 

We were stunned. ‘*What slioll r i_ i 

“I haven’t another rupiah w^th me.” 


159 



INDONESIA: TROUBLED PARADISE 


Before the clerk had an opportunity to reply, the manager of the 
hotel appeared and said: “Don’t give it a second thought, everyone 
else in the hotel has enjoyed a lovely vacation at our expense, so there is 
no reason for you to be disturbed. When you return to Surabaja, 
you can send a money order. But it really doesn’t matter. 

And then taking the rupiahs that my husband had put on the desk, 
he added: “You had better take these with you, not that they will do 
you much good.” 

When the tourists standing in the lobby spied the manager they 
quickly gathered around him like angry bumble-bees. As ill-luck 
would have it, a large party of schoolteachers from Austraha had 
come to Denpasar the day before and changed their money at the legal 
rate, a transaction which involved a loss for them. And now, the 
rupiahs they had been given were worth practically nothing. The 
teachers could ill afford such a loss and were complaining bitterly to 
the manager, but there was nothing he could do to help them. 

When we returned to Sanur, we found Soegeng waiting for us. He 
was not a bit upset but merely muttered: “Well, this morning I had 
two thousand rupiahs and now I have two hundred; if I had spent 
that money on one of my darlings, I would have been much better 


off.” ^ 

However, our hotel bearer was enraged. He told us that the Bannese 

were furious because some of the army officers stationed on the is an 

had taken unfair advantage of the people. Having learned early in e 

morning about the depreciation of the money, they went from shop to 

shop buying gold and silver jewellery, and paid for their purchases wi 

thousand rupiah notes. The shopkeepers, who in Bali, are ^most all 

women, were surprised at the sharp increase in business, but they never 

suspected that they were being victimized. When they learned a out 

the Government regulation, it was too late. Their losses 

mous. Even women selling fruit and vegetables in the bazaar had been 

fleeced in the same way. , ^ ^ 

The bearer declared: “Not only has our faith m the Djakarta Govern- 
ment been shaken, but our respect for the army officers stationed here 
has vanished. We think it is contemptible that they, of all peop e, 

should have abused us.” , 

The tourists were in no mood to be entertained, and so the dmce 

performance which had been scheduled for that night was canceUed. 

We spent the evening packing and talking with Soegeng. 

to try and arrange an exhibition of his paintings m Surabaja, for we 
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Indonesia: troubled paradise 

were sure that once his work was seen by a wider audience his talent 
as a p^ter would no longer be overlooked. 

Tg7^' bt:^yTo?d"'whrwrarrivS 

he.g zur^ii =eth: -stks o- ^,-Sars 

soL'aT boarded the Ir^ Id 

left the laTot’ it 

as T ‘be Java coast clearly outlined 

ZT c ‘be shore. The Balinese sailor, whom we hid 

friends He was h^T of ils unusual appearance, greeted us like old 

anda smS Thar^k f ^ ^ u °f ^^niarind wood in one hand 

£S”! ? 

surrounded by an angry sea We 
waves coula see were 

b«d a.d *. sL" r:T5 T"' “x •■■“- 

ally, the sailor shouted a wLd of .1 I c 

he sat quiedy whittling at the ri t ^ *^o e helmsman; otherwise 
whenwecamerboird iftlr ^‘‘"b of 'vood I had seen in his hand 
to the side hTcame ot- P^ticu larly large wave sent us keeling 

reach land” Don’t be afraid, we wiU soof 

p^cL “■* - 

Bah Straits were infested with sb T had told us that the 

sharks. like so m^y ^ myself hoping that the 

tarians. After wh^LlXTr 7’ be vege- 

have been more than two we ‘^r^b “ reahty, it could not 

about to disembark the saiirr c "be Java shore. When we were 

. e sailor came over to me and said : “I have made 
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something for you. Whenever you travel across a body of water, keep 
it with you, and you will always reach your destination safely.” And 
he gave me an exquisite carving of the Hindu goddess Indra rising 
from the sea, which he had made during that terrible crossing. 

When we landed, I said to my husband: “You know, I am still 

“Then you are in exactly the same position as the Indonesian 
economy,” he repUed. “Do you realize that because of the cut in 
money, we have to drive straight through to Surabaja. I don’t have 
enough to pay for a hotel.” 

And so we went on, arriving in Surabaja at about three in the 
morning, completely exhausted. But Siti would not let us sleep. She 
insisted on telling us in detail some of the events that had followed 
the announcement of the devaluation of the 500 and 1,000 rupiah notes. 
In typical Indonesian fashion, she stressed the humour rather than the 
hardships of the situation. 

Living near us was an Indonesian family who had always seemed 
quite poor, but when news of the devaluation was announced, the 
husband disclosed that he had hoarded close to one hundred thousand 
rupiahs in thousand rupiah notes. Whereupon his two wives became 



so angry that they both left him. 

Another man, upon hearing the announcement on the radio, 
dashed into the office of the Garuda Airways and purchased twenty air 
tickets to Djakarta, paying for them with thousand rupiah notes. The 

next day he returned and said to the clerk: 

“I am so sorry, but I am unable to use those tickets to Djakarta. 

Will you be so kind as to refund my money? ^ 

After hstening to various tales of woe, we eventually persuaded Siti 
to let us sleep. The following day we learned that this economic regu- 
lation was even more stringent than we had realized. In addition to e 
devaluation of the notes, the decree also provided that the mai^gement 
of banks. State as well as private, were obliged to freeze ninety per 
cent of deposits in excess of 25,000 rupiahs. Moreover, a heavy tax w^ 
levied on imports. These restrictions brought business to a standstill. 
Many employers did not have adequate cash to pay wages. 

In order to have issued such economic decrees, the President had to 
have specific constitutional authority. Such power had been grante 
him by the 1945 Constitution. But the 1945 Constitution was no longer 
in effect having been superseded by the Tentative Constitunon of 1952. 
To meet this obstacle, the President issued the caU for a return to the 
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1945 Constitution, a bold step which was far more complex and 
si^cant than it appeared to be on the surface. ^ 

The year 1945 had been one of triumph. The Japanese were defeated 
The Comutunon was drafted. The new Republic came into being' 
Those who took part m the revolutionary activities, such as the poft 
Chainl Anwar, were dubbed the “generation of ro.c” u ^ 

until .948 the high level of nario J endeavour 

asciranSr”" “8“nst some aspect of the colonial policy. Na’rional 
porarily shehS. ” f*"™® fundamental animosities were tem- 

beS^g'S atL“a t'talt”' h Tu'’'*“u “'’"’““S. the most serious 

don couit:; tg“ T„;e5T-?hr™r 

fnrm 6 concealed. The culuvators wanted land 

"‘IrS* r narionTzari™ 

dnuationTf .^con.:^ « “n- 

inigenon. MdonTsr” -^hef ’ 

parties, which in turn led to recurrent crises. Political 

not possibi Zt S west“m of 

When we first came to Dialr^rf a i, government. 

occasion ofthe twelfth an Sukarno speak on the 

"hberal democ,w“ d"Xoo.'^ 
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In I 959 > the idea of guided democracy came to the fore again, but at 
this stage Sukarno decided it could only be achieved if there were a 
return to the 1945 Constitution, which accorded him extremely broad 
powers. Under its provisions he was the Head of State, Commander- 
in-Chief of the Defence Forces, and could also serve as the Prime 
Minister. The Government was not responsible to the ParUament but 
to the President. Furthermore, at “critical times” he was given the 
right, under Article 22, to “enact Government provisions replacing 
the law.” 

In his decision to return to the 1945 Constitution, the President had 
the support of his own Party, the Partai Nasional Indonesia; the Nah- 
datul Ulama Party, representing the conservative Muslims, and the 
Partai Komunis Indonesia, whose strength was concentrated in East 
Java, but whose following was not limited to that area. He was bitterly 
opposed by the Indonesian SociaHst Party, a small right wing remnant 
of the Socialist Party without any mass following, and by the Mas- 
jumi Party. (This opposition foreshadowed the demise of both of these 
parties, for on August 17th, i960, speaking at the celebration of the 
fifteenth anniversary of independence, the President gave the Masjumi 
and the Indonesian Socialist party thirty days in which “to dissolve 
themselves”. He declared: *‘The Government takes measures against 

those parties which endanger the State.”) 

There was one force which kept its own counsel, and that was the 
mihtary. Because of the West Irian campaign and the Sumatran 
rebeUion, the military had become more powerful. Slowly it began to 
encroach on civilian prerogatives, and we witnessed the pheno- 
menon of mihtary leaders usurping duties that formerly belonged to 


civihans. 

The mihtary censored newspapers, banning their appearance for 
weeks or even months because they had printed articles which the 
mihtary felt were harmful to the national effort. In East Java, when a 
new Governor was appointed, the mihtary did not permit him to e 
office for months. When a newspaper commented on this s^ange 
situation, the editor was warned that no speculation as to the future 

career of the Governor-designate would be allowed. 

The mihury arrested civihans in high Government posts. Thus, the 
Attorney-General of Indonesia, who had a reputation for honesty and 
efficiency was arrested by the mihtary. presumably because he vvas 
investigating irregularities in army contracts. One afternoon, the 
popular head of Customs for East Java was arrested by the Navy. It 
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was rumoured that there had been dissension within the armed forces 
over control of the Surabaja port. 

Ahdn^ also dabbled in poUtics. Defence Minister, General 

cZi independenf course of 

acuon whether or not it pleases the mihtary. 

decrL^d^;T Ptesident Sukarno issued a 
whZ oft r® the re-application of the 1945 Constitution for the 
whole of Indonesia. At the same time he announced the dissolution of 
the Constituent Assembly, the formation of the Provisional Peopt 
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a suit made, he paid 6,000 rupiahs, which on 
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Government exchange was equivalent to two hundred dollars. The 
poorest kind of cloth was selling for sixty and eighty rupiahs a metre, 
and an ordinary batik, which cost, when we first came to Surabaja, 
two hundred rupiahs had quadrupled in price. The only commodity 
which did not go up in price were “Bata” shoes, so when a consign- 
ment came into the shop it was sold out in the first hour and until the 
next one arrived, the only shoes remaining were those in the window. 
Fortunately, the co-operatives were able to sell some cloth at a reason- 
able price. Were it not for this, the clothing situation would have 
become disastrous for the working people. 

Due to prompt and efficient action by the Government, the price of 
rice had increased only fifty per cent. A kilo of rice was selling for six 
to eight rupiahs in the bazaar but could be bought for four and a half 
rupiahs in the co-operatives. But even at this price, manual labourers 
found it difficult to get along because they only earned ten rupiahs a 
day. Because of this, workers were drawn to those factories which 
provided a rice ration in addition to wages. To keep the price of rice 
from rising even more, the Government had to import thousands of 
tons, which in turn meant that sorely needed foreign currency was 
being spent for rice. 

The middle class, particularly teachers, government workers, clerks, 
shop assistants and others on fixed salaries, were in dire distress. Many 
of them had to borrow money because their salary was gone by the 
middle of the month. As prices continued to rise, housewives, against 
the wishes of the military, paraded in the streets of Surabaja and 
Djakarta, protesting against the high cost of food and clothing. 

The return to the 1945 Constitution had not provided a panacea nor 
had the monetary reforms been of lasting value, because basic economic 
aggravations continued to exist. The Government still had to depen 
for its foreign exchange on the export of a relatively few products-— 
rubber, petroleum and tin. Industrial development was slow because o 
lack of progress in the fields of transportation, commumcations an 
power, the basic factors necessary for industrialization. The per capita 
income of the people was low and therefore their purchasing power 
very hmited. But the fundamental economic instability was relate to 
agriculture in which seventy per cent of the people are involved. T eir 
tools, production techniques, and farm units may have been adequate 
for a subsistence economy but are far from adequate for a mo em 

economy. 
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It was just at the end of 1959 and the beginning of the New Year 

a new regulation was to go into effect. EarHer, in July, 1959 a 

decree had been passed by the Government restricting ahen traders in 

rural areas from doing business. The ostensible purpose of the decree 

was to pave the way for co-operatives to take over rural trade. But 

^e actud effect was to alter the position of the two and a half milHon 
Chmese hvmg throughout Indonesia. 


167 



i4 


a 


chapter Seventeen 

W E WERE SPENDING a few days in Selecta, a mountain resort in 

East Java, with a swimming pool surrounded by hills on 
which beautiful gardens had been laid out. Walking along 
the ridge of one of these hills we noticed a plane circling overhead. 
A physician, who was with us, watched it closely, sighed and 
said: 

“If I were given the finest city in Java, the loveliest girl in Bali, and 
the most productive oil well in Sumatra, I could not be induced to fly 
a plane again.” 

You know how to pilot a plane?” 

Yes,” he answered. “I became a pilot just before the last war. At 
that time I was studying medicine. One day I noticed a signboard on 
which a large advertisement had been pasted: learn to fly without 
COST. And underneath in smaller letters, the poster explained that flying 
lessons would be given free to young men w illin g to join the Royal 
Dutch Air Force. 

“So I enhsted and while continuing my studies, learned how to fly. 
Then in 1942 the Japanese invaded the islands. We, who were pilots, 
were flown out of Java, and imagine my surprise when we were taken 
to the United States for further tr ainin g. I was sent to Texas. When my 
training was completed, I was flown back to a base in South-East Asia 
and from then on I piloted a bomber. I was so proud to be fighting 
with the Alhes. 

“After what seemed like an eternity, the Japanese were defeated and 
peace was declared. How wonderful it was to be able to return to 
Java. But when I arrived here, I foimd that a bitter armed conflict 
had broken out because the Dutch wished to reassert their control 
over the coxmtry. 

“I asked for an immediate release from the Air Force. This 
categorically denied. I was informed that in my contract, I had agreed 
to stay in the armed services as long as a state of war existed. According 
to the Dutch miHtary authorities, the war was not over, and under the 
terms of my contract, I had to continue flying. This meant, in effect, 
that I would have to bomb my owm people. I was told that refusal to 
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considered a breach of contract, and 
wodd be punished by imprisonment. I went to prison. 

,x 1 ^ second full-scale military offensive 

as launched by the Dutch. Bombers attacked Jogjakarta early in the 

pod^AmL°tr ^ ^ country paratroopers occupied key 
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Javanese and Indonesian, but not a word of Chinese. Conscientious to 
a fault, he was a serious and sincere teacher. 

Once he invited us to his home for dinner. We went, expecting a 
typical Chinese repast, but instead the dinner consisted of thick soup, 
potatoes, boiled meat, string beans cooked with a bit of pork, and a 
pudding. His home was furnished in European style with an upright 
piano and two reproductions, one by Brueghel and the other by 
Rubens. 

His wife, a slender and pretty woman, spoke Dutch and was learning 
Enghsh. Her Indonesian was not much better than mine. They had two 
children, a boy and a girl, who were studying at one of the city schools, 
so they were proficient in Bahasa. After dinner, his daughter played the 
piano for us. She played “Fur EHse” by Beethoven, which brought 
back vividly my own childhood days when I had learned this same 
piece. 

Our teacher had Hved through one of the most tumultuous periods 
of Indonesian history, and had remained unscarred. He had moved 
from one crisis to another, like a figure on a screen, shielded from 
reahty. He had been a teacher during the Dutch rule, and had con- 
tinued to teach during the Japanese occupation. He had been in Sura- 
baja when it was shelled by British warships, and when Dutch and 
Indonesian troops were fighting in the streets. He was there when in- 
dependence was declared. Now, he was still teaching, and although he 
was disturbed by the increasing manifestations of anti-Chinese feeling, 
he was sure that this too would not affect him, and his life would 
continue as before. 

The Chinese-Chinese were entirely difierent. Those we knew were 
from the wealthy upper class. They were industrialists, fin^dcK, 
importers and in some instances doctors. One of our good frien s 
belonged to this group. His family had been bankers for generations. 
His home was fiUed with antique Chinese fiimiture and p^ciom 
porcelains. Being a patron of the arts, he had bought several of Afl^di s 
earliest paintings. His wife was tall, slim and fastidiously dressed m a 
tight-fitting “chaksan” with a high collar, and a tight sto that was 
sht on each side. When we dined, it was on delicious Chinese food, 

including Peking duck. , 

Our host had been abroad many times. He had studied at one ot toe 

Dutch Universities and at Harvard. But he remained essentially 
Chinese. Within the family he spoke Chinese and by rehgion he was a 

Buddhist. 
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We talked at length about the position of the Chinese in Indonesia. 
He said. There are some people who think that the Dutch bestowed 
favours upon us, but that is not true. We wrested concessions from 
them because we were a cohesive group. We were especiaUy successful 
m obtainmg education for our children. After the victory of the 
Japanese against the Russians m 1905 , the Dutch no longer considered 

We fought for simJar pni^eges, especiaUy with regard to education. 
1912 we succeeded m forcing the Government to open ‘Dutch- 

ChinSe of instruction was Dutch, the students 
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Having lived in Indonesia for generations, many had intermarried 
and become Muslims, although some remained Confucians and some 
became Christians. Economically, the majority of this group were no 
better off than the rest of the population. But among the Indonesian- 
Chinese were the rural traders, who bought and sold produce and often 
lent money to the cultivators. They were wealthier than the Indonesian 
villagers, but not really rich. They were petty business men who had 
hved in the villages long enough to become a part of the local scene. 


Long before the Dutch came to Indonesia, Chinese had settled in 
various parts of the country. But it was not until the estabHshment of 
the Dutch East India Company that the Chinese migrated to the 
Archipelago in great numbers. They were encouraged to do so by 
Governor-General Jan Pietersz. Coen, who used them as a buffer be- 
tween the Company and the Javanese. The Chinese were employed as 
middle-men. They were not only diligent but also "wizards at mathe- 
matics. Moreover, they were skilled in the production of sugar and 
spices. The Governor-General declared: “There is no people in the 
world which serves us better than the Chinese: too many of them 
cannot be brought to Batavia.” He was so enthusiastic that he sug- 
gested kidnapping Chinese from the mainland if they refused to come 
voluntarily. The Chinese soon constituted the most important minority 
group in Batavia. They became the principle middle men between the 
Dutch and the Indonesians. 

Coen had never hidden his contempt for the Javanese: 

“May not a man in Europe do what he likes with his cattle? Even so 
does the master here do with his men, for everywhere, these with all 
that belongs to them are as much the property of the master, as are the 
brute beasts in the Netherlands. The law of this land is the will of the 
king and he is king who is the strongest.” 

This arrogant attitude did not go unnoticed, particularly by t e 
Indonesian rajas, who realized that their position was threatened by 
the increasing power of the Dutch East India Company. The bravest 
of the local rulers, the Sultan Agung of Mataram decided to challenge 
the Dutch. Before attacking the fortress at Batavia, the Comman er 
in-Chief of the Mataramese army of Sultan Agung, addressed a letter 
to the “Captain of the Chinese at Batavia”, in which he appealed to the 
Chinese community to side with the Javanese against the foreign 

interlopers. He wrote: 

“We have not come because of the Chinese; the Chinese we shall not 
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trouble; we have come to vanquish and conquer the Dutch or Hol- 
l^ders. I advise you that you do not leave Djakarta, for all the store- 
houses which remain undamaged shaU belong to you and to the 
Chinese who stay with you 

Co^dent of victory, he warned the Chinese that the fortress would 
lettef Commander-in-Chief wrote in his 

such t^t their imghty castle will faU. wait but four or five days and 
en the arms the greatest nobles, and the most important warriors of 

SelT names; 

but they will be three hundred thousand strong.” 

ancestllT armed with primitive weapons and 

defeated f and his vaHant army was 

and b- Sultan was unable to bring enough supphes by land 

and his ships were sunk by the Dutch. 5 FF oy lana, 

and reiShTed^ Batavia hid turned a deaf ear to the plea of the Sultan 

was toT J ' u 1-ter this 

Th^t'sp^oke a a immigrants with suspicion. 

At the'Lmf'J Chinese were plLiing ‘ to^revolt! 

going to be den ^ ^ rumours that the Chinese were 

thrown overboL'd%h*^'rb-^^ on and that on the way they would be 
armed grouns Wb *’e«me frightened and began forming 

they atfacked 'the CW fortress heard this! 
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In Java, there was an expendable supply of labour, so the Dutch only 
needed the Chinese as middlemen. They were given the right to levy 
taxes and to lease large tracts of land. The Chinese, acting as inter- 
mediaries for the Dutch, collected poll-taxes, slaughter-house taxes, 
river taxes and bazaar taxes. At the same time they became the largest 
single group of traders in the rural areas. Some of the Chinese settlers 
in Java obtained great wealth. Governor-General Daendels, when in 
need of money for administrative purposes, sold the whole agency of 
Probohnggo in East Java to a Chinese, Man Ti Ko, for the sum of one 
million dollars. 

But the Chinese were only “the agents of the Dutch”. Even though 
individual Chinese prospered, they were only enjoying the crumbs 
from a table laden with food. The real wealth belonged to the Dutch, 
it was the Dutch who owned the plantations, the factories, the sugar 
mills and the banks. The Chinese were not allowed to own land; 
they could lease the land, but they could not buy or sell it. Moreover, 
they were subject to a number of humiliations. They were not allowed 
to travel without permission of the Dutch, nor could they reside in cer- 
tain parts of Java without Government approval. These restrictions 
were not abolished until 1911. Neither did they enjoy equal status 
with the Europeans before the law or in the jails. 

On the other islands, the situation was quite diEerent. Rich in 
natural resources, most of them were sparsely populated. In Sumatra 
the Dutch found it almost impossible to draft local labour. The Suma- 
trans, whose standard of living was higher than that of the Javanese, 
refused to work on the plantations, and when compelled to do so, 
collapsed, unable to withstand the arduous labour. And so the Dutch 
imported Chinese, whose number rose from 70,000 in i860 to 260,000 
in 1900, and by 1920 they constituted the main labour force on the 
plantations and in the mines. 

The Chinese were often brought to the islands under false pretences. 
Promised good working conditions and the right to return home after 
a certain number of years, they soon discovered that the contracts 
which they had signed actually doomed them to a life-time of slavery. 
Most of the Chinese came from Fukien province. The port from which 
they sailed was Amoy, and a number of modem Chinese writers have 
described the sufferings and hardships of these imgrant Chinese. 

W^ith the establishment of the RepubHc of China in 1911* ^ agree- 
ment was reached between the Dutch Government and the Chinese 
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Government under which China gave up her claims upon the Indo- 
nesian-bom Chinese and agreed to recognize them as Dutch subjects, 
while the Netherlands Government admitted Chinese consuls to take 

care of the numerous Chinese-bom immigrants who remained Chinese 
citizens. 

The question of the nationality of the Chinese Hving in Indonesia 
was to become more and more complicated. After Indonesian inde- 
pendence, the Government allowed those Chinese, who were still 
officially Chinese citizens, to acquire Indonesian citizenship through a 
passive system. A period of one year was granted, during which time 
the Chinese who did not wish to become Indonesian citizens were 
allowed to submit a statement to the Government. Later the Govern- 
ment decided that every Chinese, who on August 17th, 1948, had not 
rejected Indonesian citizenship, automatically became a citizen. Many 
Chinese became Indonesian citizens under this formula, while at the 
same time remaining citizens of China, thus acquiring dual citizenship. 

In 1955. an agreement was concluded between the Indonesian 
Government and the People’s Repubhc of China obhging all adults 
■with dual citizenship to choose either Indonesian or Chinese nationahty 
within two years’ time. Those who wished to remain Indonesian 
citizens had to reject Chinese citizenship before an Indonesian official. 

On January 20th, i960, the Chinese Government and the Indonesian 

Government ratified the 1955 Treaty on the question of dual 

nationahty, which in effect provided that those Chinese who wished 

to do so could opt for Indonesian citizenship; those who did not, could 

remain Chinese nationals; and all children bom of Chinese parents 

could on reaching the age of eighteen decide which nationahty to 
choose. 

But even this clarification did not alter the situation, because the 
movement against retail traders in the rural areas, unleashed anti- 
Chinese feelings that were directed against ah Chinese regardless of 
whether they were or were not citizens. 

The antagonism against the Chinese was particularly strong among 
the middle class and noticeably absent among the working people. 
The PKI was critical of this anti-Chinese movement, pointing out 
the scapeboat nature of the undertaking. But our professional friends 
felt differently. One of them said to me: “You have no idea how the 
Chinese exploited us over the years. We hate them. We would rather 
have white people like you in Indonesia, than the Chinese.” 
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Another exclaimed: “The Chinese have always had the best of every- 
thing. They have Hved off the fat of our land. Now, we intend to be 
masters in our own house and if they don’t like it, they can leave.” 

While he was talking I was reminded of the many Burmese I knew, 
who spoke in exactly the same way about the Indians, and there is an 
historic parallel between the position of the Chinese in Indonesia and 
the Indians Uving in Burma. In ancient Burma, land could not be 
bought or sold. But after the British conquered the country, they intro- 
duced private ownership of the land and taxation based on cash pay- 
ment. They brought in Indians to collect the taxes. The Burmese 
cultivator was forced to borrow money to pay his taxes and most of 
the money-lenders were Indians. By the beginning of the Second 
World War, half the cultivated land in lower Burma was in the hands 
of non-agriculturists, the majority of whom were Indians, Chettiyars 
from Madras. 

Furthermore, because the Burmese, like the Sumatrans, did not find 
it difficult to earn a living, they refused to take those jobs requiring 
hard physical labour, so many Indians were brought from Malabar 
to Burma as street sweepers, dock workers and unskilled labourers. 
The Burmese looked down upon them and after the Burmese achieved 
independence their anti-Indian feelings were directed against the poor 
as well as the rich Indians. 

Mass migrations have taken place in Asia for two reasons; because 
poverty drove people to look elsewhere for a Uving, and because the 
exigencies of colonial powers demanded cheap and reUable labour 
which they acliieved by moving one group of people to another 
country. Thus, the Indians spread to Ceylon, Malaya, Burma, the Fiji 
Islands and Africa; while the Chinese went to Malaya, Burma, French 
Indo-China, Indonesia and the Phihppines. 

Not long after the new year began, I was in the shop where we had 
purchased our furniture. I asked the proprietor if he would send some- 
one to repair our dining-room table. He said that he would like to he p 
me but that he no longer had any carpenters working for him. 

“Where have they gone?” I asked. 

“As yet, they have not gone an^here. They are waitmg for ships 
from the People’s RepubUc of China to take them there. 

“Are they dl Chinese citizens?” r u ’ 

“No, but they are all convinced that there is no future for their 

children in Indonesia.” 
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A few days later tKe owner of a shoe shop told me the same story. 
All of his leather workers had left and he was also planning to close his 
store and return to China. 

“But you are wealthy. Doesn’t this mean that you have to give up 
all the money you have earned during your Ufe-time?” 

Yes, he agreed it meant just that, but he had been convinced a few 
years before that the situation was becoming intolerable for Chinese 
business men. At that time, there had been a meeting of represen- 
tatives of Indonesian business firms in Surabaja. At the meeting, which 
was called the All-Indonesian Importers Congress, a decision had been 
taken not to make a distinction between the capital of those Chinese 

who had adopted Indonesian citizenship and those who had remained 
Chinese nationals. 

So the real problem, he concluded, “is not that of citizenship, but 
of the desire to ehminate Chinese economic competition. There is an 
old Chinese fable about a man who wanted some gold. One morning, 
arriving at the gold-dealer’s stall, he seized a piece of gold and started 
to run away. The officer who caught him asked: ‘Why did you steal 
the gold in front of so many people?’ To which the thief repHed: 
‘When I took the gold, I saw nobody. All I saw was the gold.’ ” 

Chinese from all classes were leaving. AVealthy Chinese were giving 

away their factories. Sons and daughters of these rich industrialists 

were learning trades. Special night schools had been open for the 

purpose of teaching different crafts. Men and women, who had never 

known anything but a hfe of luxury, seemed perfectly wilhng to part 

with their material possessions without a whimper. And this they 

had to do as they were not aUowed to take cameras, jewels, books or 

money with them. Even the number of clothes they were permitted 
to take was hmited. 

Students and technicians were also planning to leave and some 
doctors of Chinese origin also apphed for permission to go. But we 
wem most surprised when we learned that the Professor of Chemistry 
at the F^ultas Kedokteran was leaving. We could not beUeve that he 
would be willing to say farewell to a country in which he was born 
and which he loved. When we spoke with him, he said: 

I am doing this for my sons, not for myself I am sure that if I 
wished to stay there would be no difficulties. I have life tenure as a 
professor. But what about my sons? What will happen to them? 

1 here is already a quota for Chinese students at the medical college 
and as a result of this campaign it will be made even smaUer. I was in 

177 M 



INDONESIA: TROUBLED PARADISE 

Holland during the Nazi occupation and I know what racial dis- 
crimination means. I don’t want my sons to feel that they will be denied 
equal rights because they are of Chinese ancestry.” 

Among those Chinese Hving in Indonesia who decided to leave were 
carpenters; leather workers; sugar workers; miners; farmers; students; 
technicians; teachers and doctors, and among them many could not 
speak a word of Chinese. From the point of view of China, this was 
like receiving an unexpected gift. The m^ority of the tens of thousands 
who were returning were in the prime of life, educated, skilled and 
ready to work. Indonesia suffered a corresponding loss. She could ill 
afford to lose so many trained people. In the rural areas there was acute 
dislocation because the co-operatives were not ready to replace the 
private traders. 

During this period relations between the Indonesian Government 
and the People’s RepubHc of China remained on an even keel. This 
enabled agreements to be reached and helped to mimmize the hard- 
ships suffered by those who had to migrate. Discussing this situation 
with one of my friends, he said that nationahsm creates its own pirfalls, 
but when sober judgement prevails those pitfalls — such as national 

chauvinism — are bound to disappear. 
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chapter Eighteen 

P UASA WHICH ALWAYS FALLS on the ninth Arabic month of 
Ramadan, when AUah revealed the sacred Koran to the Prophet 
Mohammed, was being observed. Very much like Lent, it is a 

Orthodox followers of Islam do not 
eat, drink or smoke from sunrise until sunset. 

Every evemng in Surabaja, just at sunset, we could hear the boom of 

IhThl the official closing of the day, so that aU those 

had been fastmg were permitted to eat. For those who observed 
Puasa, mght was turned into day. FamiHes awoke around midnight 

Xf 11 to keep themselves goffig 

see h^hts morning, one Luld 

food or pra>Sg*^^ inhabitants were either preparing 

hour? confined to the dayhght 

hours. Once the sun has closed its eyes, revelry may begin iLtffig 

bwhefed^Xn ^^ampung across from us hardly’ anyonf 

pleasures of pJaf everyone enjoyed the nocturnal 

SufabTaXd""' - ^°wn near 

Sorim to Indonesia. We asked one of our friends, a noted 

a^d ZTsJX^i T"': fift-tith century 

Giri whose real which was then a thriving sea-port. Sunan 

K^ran thl LT t>nly after studying the 

Gresik ?here ^ h t r °n ^tighest hill in 

IsW t« s Tol ^ --- to «tidy 

»how,. 1 Sif “ 

little 2rl TkX^'' h ® to his burial place a 

gin asked my husband to buy some flowers to place L the 
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tomb. After doing so, he turned to our friend and asked: “Would you 
like to carry some of these?” Our friend shook his head and answered: 
“No, indeed, if I carry those flowers I may be taken for a pilgrim, an 
orthodox Muslim. And that is not so, for I am a freethinker.” 

After we had visited the mausoleum in which Sunan Giri is buried 
and which is guarded by two curious looking ammals who conform 
to the Hindu tradition of sculpture and the Muslim edict ofnon-repre- 
sentational art, I asked our friend, the historian, what he meant when 
he said he was a freethinker. He replied that a freethinker is someone 
who beheves in questioning the existence of a divine being and who 
also is sceptical of accepting everything that appears in the religious 
tracts. Then he went on to say: “As you probably know, the term 
‘freethinker’ is old-fashioned. I suppose one could say that it belongs 
to the European philosophy of the eighteenth century. Lord Shaftes- 
bury called the freethinker, ‘the noblest of characters . 

“But isn’t it surprising that such a concept has taken root here. 

“It is not surprising at all,” he answered. If you consider our r^ 
hgious history it becomes quite understandable. First, we were am- 
mists, then Buddhists, then Hindus and now Muslims. But all the time 
our own ‘adat’ was like yeast in bread. Our ideas, traditions and cus- 
toms moulded each religion. For example, have you ever seen the 
Djokodolok in Surabaja?” 

I shook my head. 

“You must go there.” he said smiling. “You -will see a large, tat, 
jolly Hindu idol sitting on a throne. Around his neck there are 
strings of beads and near him incense is burning. At the ® ^ 

throne, you will notice many small packages. In each one ^b^e is a 
blouse placed before the god by a happily married woman. When an 
unmarried girl comes to see the idol, she will take one o e omes 
and wear it. Because of the blessing of Djokodolok and the fact that 
the blouse belongs to someone who is already married, she is sure to 
find a husband. And when she succeeds, she in turn will leave her 

blouse for another unmarried girl. 

“I cite this story because it is an indication of our attitude towar 

rehgion. In what other Islamic country could you find a Itodu idol 
who is still engaged in good work? Djokodolok has been aUowed to 
hve and thrive though Indonesia has been a Mushm comtry for fi 
hundred years. This being the case, you can understand that the assim- 
lation of rehgions has led to questioning and this m turn to tree 

thought.” 
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“But wasn’t it those Indonesians who went abroad who became the 
freethinkers?” 

“Not always, although those who studied in Holland had access to 

the works of Voltaire, Darwin and Huxley. But for people Like me, 

who have never been out of the country, the source of inspiration has 

been the Arab philosophers, Omar Khayyim, al-Khindi and Averroes, 
all of whom were freethinkers.” 

As you are a freethinker, why have you come to visit the tombs of 
Malik and Sunan Giri?” 

“Because they represent part of our rich cultural heritage, and as a 

historian I am mterested in learning as much as I can about our past 
and those who influenced it.” 

After Puasa came Lebaran, a time of great rejoicing. The first day 
of Lebaran is the MusUm New Year. Cards and gifts are exchanged; 
new clothes are purchased and old quarrels are forgotten. This Lebaran 
ot i960 was to be our last in Indonesia as our Java tour was coming 

q'JiicUy^'"'^' possible that three years had passed so 

For my husband, the three years had been very fruitful. When he 

cZ!^° ? Fakultas Kedokteran there was no department of pharma- 

en n estabhshing an active department, his 

enAusiasm had attracted a number of medical students to this field, 

P-acdcc JoZ 

arrtinrVf'''^ departure was known, invitations began 

come to the home of 

^rnld £Z ’ technicians and the servants. When we 

dress A Dlace^*'^ living-room. Many wore national 

"rxt to £rfo? Tfl -d a place 

had alwavs b husband’s relations with his staff 

barrier Z down the high 

made utr ^ P-^^P^^or and his students, the party 

night. At first it accomplished over- 

listened. When we^idn’t When we talked everyone 

more at eTsffor het Zb ^ost was 

gatherings betl^een otof become accustomed to informal 

The ice !l P’^°Z*°fs graduate students. 

e a httle when a gift was presented to us; a finely 
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wrought silver bowl which had been made in Jogjakarta. When we 
went in for dinner a spirit of gaiety prevailed. On the table there was a 
large platter with a pyramid of rice decorated by half of a hard-boiled 
egg placed on each side. We were told to cut off the top of the rice 
pyramid and eat it first. Then we each had to eat half of the egg, for if 
we did this we would be assured of happiness and a long life together. 
We followed the instructions, amidst laughter and the popping of 
flash bulbs, as a photographer had been invited to take pictures. 

Afterwards, when we returned to the Hving-room the ice congealed 
again. Just before we left, my husband shook hands with each member 
of his staff and wished each success. A few had tears in their eyes and 
all were quite moved by this parting. As we drove away, they con- 
tinued to wave as long as our car was in sight. 

A few evenings later a farewell dinner was given by the Fakultas 
Kedokteran for five professors. It was a gala affair. The President of 
the University, the Dean of the medical college, the former Dean, the 
professors and their wives, were all present. The women were 
gorgeously dressed. The dinner was held at the Yacht Club, which is 
located near the harbour, so that drinks were served on the terrace 
from where we could see the lights of the ships anchored quite far out. 

After a sumptuous repast, the Dean, Dr. Zaman, rose to make the 
farewell speech. First, speaking in Bahasa Indonesia he praised the work 
and effort of the two Indonesian professors who were retiring. Then, 
speaking in Dutch, the Dean bid adieu to the Professor of Botany, a 
warm-hearted Dutch lady, who was bom in Java, had gone to school 
with Sukarno and had taught botany for more than twenty-five years 
in various Indonesian schools. 

The only long period of time she had been away from Java was 
during the Second World War, when she was caught in Holland by 
the invading Germany army and put in a concentration camp. T e 
Dutch Government in Java had imprisoned some German wonien, so 
in retahation the Germans picked up exactly the same nuniber ot 
Dutch women in the Netherlands and sent them to a camp. After the 
war, she returned to Indonesia and had been teaching botany at e 
Fakultas Kedokteran. She was heart-sick at having to leave, for Java 
was really her home, but because of the political situation her contract 

was not renewed and there was no possibiUty of her retummg. 

Next, speaking in Indonesian once again, the Dean said good-bye 
to the Professor of Chemistry who was going to China. The Pr^ 
fessor’s wife, who was seated beside him, was crying. When the 
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Professor arose, he spoke movingly of his love for Indonesia and his 

feeling of respect and friendship for his colleagues at the Fakultas 
Kedokteran. 

Finally, the Dean said “selamat djalan” to the Professor of Pharma- 
cology. This time he spoke in EngUsh. He thanked the Professor for 
having successfully developed a department and for having estabhshed 
such warm and cordial relations with so many Indonesians, not only 
those worldng for the medical school. “We never felt you were a 
foreigner, he said. “We accepted you as one of us.” 


In the midst of all the excitement of the farewell parties and packing 
our household goods my husband had to help his counterpart. Dr. 
Soendoro prepare his thesis, for on the basis of this work Dr. Soendoro 
would be ehgible for a promotion and would become head of the 
department the following year. Dr. Soendoro chose as his topic the 
relative value of various drugs in the treatment of typhoid fever. He 
had been working with typhoid patients in the hospital and had 
acquired a great deal of information but had not organized it in a form 
suitable for presentation to the professors of the medical faculty. So 
he had to work very hard to get these data in order. 

uus g just before the deadline, he presented his thesis to the 
^oard It was accepted. Then Dr. Soendoro was notified that he 
would be aUowed to defend his thesis at eleven o’clock on June 20th, 

the ve^ day we were scheduled to leave. If he defended his thesis 
suKessfuUy then his promotion would be granted. 

arly ui the morning of June 20th, we were awakened by a loud 

*ere. He had come all the way from 

fnd lu ^ us to the coUege 

nnd Balinese dress. My husband was in a tuxedo, worn 

bplT ' academic gown. At ten-thirty, we left for the coUege by 

On th car had already been taken to the harbour for shipment. 

On Ae way the betjak driver said: “Siti told us you are leaving today. 

will remrTm 

statkrT' ^ Pakultas Kedokteran, the University blue and yeUow 

therf' t r! Indonesian flag. In the main hall 

corns Sneer I ° gnests, including members of the diplomatic 

as coin sat down next to Mrs. Soendoro. Her hands were 

so frilr A '^^='P/'-ed: “I have had six children but I was never 
SO trightened as I am today.” 
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On the stroke of eleven, the University adjutant, wearing a four- 
cornered black hat and a gown trimmed in velvet, came into the hall 
and banged his staff on the floor three times so that the golden bells 
attached to it jangled loudly. At this point, the audience rose and 
then all the professors, wearing their caps and gowns, and representing 
every faculty affiliated with the Airlangga University, filed in behind 
President Pringgodigdo. They walked up to the dais and then sat 
down. 

The President arose, his sombre black gown contrasting vividly 
with the shining gold collar he was wearing, which symbolized his 
office. He then announced that we were all assembled for the purpose 
of hearing Dr. Soendoro defend his thesis. 

In a few moments the adjutant entered again, followed by Dr. 
Soendoro, who was flanked on either side by a member of the Pharma- 
cology Department. These two doctors were his seconds, for just as 
in a duel, Dr. Soendoro was entitled to have seconds who were per- 
mitted to answer any question that he might find too difficult. 

Dressed in a dark brown suit and wearing a black pitji, Dr. Soendoro 
went up to the podium and stood in front of the microphone, his faith- 
ful seconds beside him. As my husband was the promoter he was given 
the privilege of asking the first question. This question was so phrased 
that it gave Dr. Soendoro an opportunity to outline the main points of 
his thesis. 

When he was finished, several other professors asked him questions. 
He answered each one slowly and carefully without any trace o 
nervousness. Then, when there were no more questions, the professors 
marched out of the hall, leaving Dr. Soendoro to wonder whether or 
not he would be promoted. All of us waited tensely as the minutes 
dragged by. It seemed as though the professors would never return but 

finally they filed in again. i r A 

The President handed a parchment to my husband who rose and 

said: ‘‘I accept the honour given me by the President of Airlangga 
University with great pleasure. According to the right in law given to 
us, and in agreement with the decision of the Senate, we erewi 
declare Mr. Soendoro, bom in Probolinggo in the year of 1922, to be 
Doctor of Medicine and we also bestow on him all rights and privileges 
in accordance with law, custom and usage. In wimess, this diploma is 
awarded, given under the hand of the President and the Secretary ot 

the Senate.’* 11 1 «* a 11 

Handing the diploma to Dr. Soendoro, he then added: AUow me 
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to be the first to congratulate you on the degree you have iust 
received.” 

The hall rang with the shouts of the students and the applause of the 
guests. The President congratulated the new doctor of medicine and 
the adjutant brought in the mace. Then the name of E)r. Soendoro was 
added to those who had already been promoted. This was the first 
time in the history of Airlangga University that a candidate had been 
successfully promoted by a foreign professor, and it was a great 
honour both for my husband and for the World Health Organization. 

Interestingly enough Dr. Soendoro had been a doctor before the 
promotion, but now he gained an additional privilege, for instead of 
using the title, Soendoro, dr. med., he was allowed to write, Soendoro, 
Dr. med. The capital made all the difference. 


After the professors left the hall, the adjutant escorted Dr. Soendoro 
to his wife and together they walked into the hbrary, where a reception 
was being held for them. The guests congratulated Dr. and Mrs. 
Soendoro and then broke into groups, talking, eating cakes and drink- 
ing the mevitable orange crush. During this interlude, the Dean of the 
Law School, as lean and gaunt as Cassius and with a wife as beautiful as 
Rosalind, came over to us and said: “I know you are leaving today. I 

just wanted to tell you that I hope you will be blessed with all the good 
things that God can offer you.” 

Soon thereafter, the President beckoned to me. When I walked over 

I" ^ envelope in my hand. “This is for you.” 

Shall I open it now?” I asked. 

“Yes, please do.” 


In the envelope there was a photograph that had been taken in 1920. 
t showed a group of students at the Hogere Burger School in Sura- 
aja. In the picture there were twenty-seven boys and one girl, aU of 
mgh-school age. Among them was President Pringgodigdo and Bung 
Karno who was wearing Indonesian dress. Those students had joined 

Java Movement”, one of the first such 

gamzations to strive for national independence. From this small 
g up came many of the national leaders of present-day Indonesia. 

L “a ■-= *ook hJ. head and 


‘'I™ Sampuran Singh, the indian 

Surabaja, waiting impatiently. He was sure that we would 
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miss the plane. In addition to his car there was another from the 

medical college, so there was room for all of us as well as Sid, Pappa, 
Manis and Sumiyati. " 

When we arrived at the airport the small restaurant there was 

crowded with fnends and colleagues, who filled my arms with 

orchids. As my husband was still wearing his tuxedo, we looked Ukf 
newly weds. 

The last person to whom I said good-bye was Siti. Because she took 

such good care of us, I had time to write about Indonesia, this troubled 

paradise which has become one of the leading countries in world 
affairs. 

Finally, having said good-bye to everyone, we went on to the 
airfield. Like the Flindu god Shiva we were leaving on a Garuda. 
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